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PEARLS OF DESIRE 
CHAPTER I 


PETER LANGARD, rather good-looking, rather slim, rather 
bored and completely unattached, gazed for several 
seconds at the scene in the clearing and delivered him- 
self of a genuinely unheroic sentiment. Without so 
much as a glance at the little sun-tanned sailor-man 
standing six inches behind his elbow, he said: 

“Cardinal, there is going to be a perfectly satisfactory 
fight here in less than a minute, and I am going to be 
in it.” 

Cardinal fingered his little black beard for a moment 


_. and pondered the idea. He looked at the ring of scared 


Islanders standing motionless under the drooping 
palmettos, at the gleaming brown back of the fine 
young savage triced up to the trunk of the eucalyptus, 
at the gross, despotic figure of the Dutchman asprawl 
in the steamer chair, sliding the whip-thongs through 
his podgy fingers with the critically languid air of the 
connoisseur, at the frantically stoic face of the native 
girl held rigid between the two big-boned foremen, and 
finally at the white tip of his black cheroot. His con- 
clusion was delivered in the form of a flat announce- 
ment, pithy, decisive, and ungrammatical: “Well, Cap, 
if you ain’t, I are!” 

That’s what he said. And having said it, he jammed 
his cheroot back between his teeth, belched angry gusts 
of smoke at the sweltering noon, and began to change 
colour at the neck. 
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Cardinal could never hope to mask his emotion while 
ne retained possession of a neck like that. It was a tell- 
tale—an unfailing barometer to all the changing phases 
of mental stress going on under his aggressive skull. ‘The 
accretion of colour progressed through soft plum to dull 
cherry, and from dull cherry to simmering strawberry. 
Simmering strawberry was his danger-mark, his burst- 
ing-point. Past that, the mental stress was likely to be 
transmuted into physical action at any moment. The 
veins stood out under the skin like tinted strands of cod- 
line. And they pulsed. 

Langard appeared not to have noticed. He dusted 
some flecks of silver sand from his immaculate white 
drills, smoothed out a suspicion of a crease from his 
purple silk sash, and continued: 

“Yes, I most certainly think we shall be mixed up in 
a particularly vulgar brawl before long. And there is 
every indication that Mynheer Klingmann will be the 
other half of it; or, at least, about ten per cent of it. For 
he is very fat, Cardinal, very fat and lazy. And neither 
of us like him, do we? Indeed, I shall esteem it a 
privilege to be allowed to let him hit me on the fist 
with his nose. By the way, Cardinal, have you noticed 
that girl there, that one between those two white noble- 
men? Isn’t she wonderful—for an Islander? That face 
of hers: the face of a Duse, a Bernhardt, the face of a 
queen tragedienne living her own tragedy. Can’t you 
see it? Proud hate, that’s the note she’s sounding. It’s 
flaming out of her—ten thousand white-hot volts of it. 
Fierce pride and fiercer hate. Magnificent! The Dutcher 
appears not to comprehend when he meddles with 
dynamite. She is regal; a queen girl. That being so, 
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it is not right, it is not seemly, to force her to witness 
the flogging of that young god spread-eagled against the 
eucalyptus. It occurs to me, Cardinal, that there is more 
between those two children of the sun than the mere 
colour of their skin.” 

Cardinal’s neck had gone beetrooty. Klingmann was 
tying artistic knots in the ends of the thongs and pulling, 
them bone tight. 

And Cardinal objected to Dutchmen on principle. It 
was a trait he shared mutually with Langard. 

Dutchmen had a habit of collaring all the best pitches 
in the Islands and skinning them dry. With a Dutch- 
man in possession, a planter’s paradise would be left a 
desert inside five years. They applied such intensive 
pressure to the accumulation of quick riches that they 
impoverished the soil—killed it, made it crop-sick. They 
made the Islanders so bitter against the whites they their 
successors had to work for years to restore the upset 
balance. 

Peter Langard and Cardinal had drifted together by 
a process of natural selection. The first contact occurred 
down in New Caledonia. Cardinal was doing a purely 
voluntary job of work for a prisoner in the great French 
penal settlement at Numea, he being skipper of the,little 
steamer on whose due arrival the prisoner’s hopes 
depended. 

He had heard about the matter while trading bananas 
at Viti Levu in the Fiji Group, whence his course lay 
south for New Zealand. He altered his course by a level 
thousand miles and steered west for the black stone 
battlements of Port de France, which stands like a 
snarling fortress in the blue vestibule of Numea. 


Wa 
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“You’ll never get him, Cardinal,’ they had assured 
him back on Fiji. “Only three convicts ever got clear 
of New Caledonia out of the hundreds who have tried— 
and two of them died. You know what the guards are 
like on Numea; three rifles to every prisoner and no 
coroners. You'll never do him any good. Better stick 
to the bananas.” 

“But you say he’s not guilty—and he’s white,” pro- 

tested Cardinal. 

“Oh, sure enough. He’s all that. But he’s in there 
for twelve years—and New Caledonia won't let go of 
him until every second of that twelve years has ticked 
' over his head. Remember Delorme and Du Fresne, re- 
member Cortigan, Munro, the Water Rat, and Maxton. 
Look what they did—and didn’t. Courage, cash, cute- 
ness—all the lot combined couldn’t break the grip of 
New Caledonia. Cortigan got clear for eight days. He 
died of thirst, flat on the empty belly of the Pacific— 
the warders who took his bribes had filled his water- 
casks with sea water. 

“Delorme and Du Fresne spent forty thousand dollars 
on their effort. They calculated and weighed every 
move, perfected every step, allowed for every darned 
thing that could be allowed for—bar one; and that was 
that there ain’t so many ships calling round about 
Numea but what every single one of them bows down 
to the Gods That Are. They paid twenty thousand 
dollars to the captain of the ship that got them off. He 
picked. ’em up at sea, twenty miles clear, half dead from 
heat and the exhaustion of paddling a grass raft with 
the palms of their hands. 

“He waited about round them till they died, and then 
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sold them back in pickle casks to the authorities for the 
price previously agreed upon. Do you get me? You'll 
find you’re up against stuff like that inside the Island 
as well as out. The net round New Caledonia is com- 
plete and unbreakable. Stand to the southward, Cap- 
tain. New Zealand pays cash for bananas.” 

But the little sailor-man, red-necked and impatient, 
had gone vitriolically away to the westward. In six 
weeks he was back again in Fiji—with Peter Langard 
and a story he would not tell. It must have been a good 
tale; a neat one, probably a comic one, so comic that 
even the authorities on New Caledonia kept their 
mouths shut about it, and pretended it had never hap- 
pened. Authorities are like that—terribly touchy about 
that little mole-hill of what they like to think is their 
honour, but which is, in reality, nothing but a mountain 
of vanity. And, anyway, when you invite a Great Per- 
sonage like a Prison Governor off to dine in your cabin 
and you suddenly haul in your anchors and shanghai 
him away to sea and hold him hostage to himself for 
the loan of one of his prisoners—said loan to extend in- 
definitely—it is a matter of common policy not to say too 
much about it. 

Since that day the union had rooted and grown. A 
bond had sprung up between them, thicker than any tie 
of blood. Not from any sense of gratitude or obligation 
on Langard’s part, but purely from the mutual regard 
of two gentlemen adventurers abroad. 

Langard was something of a cavalier, debonair and 
masterful in a self-assured sort of way. His cocksure- 
néss was born not of an overweening self-confidence so 
much as a fixed and rigid knowledge of his own abilities 
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and limitations. He attracted Cardinal in exactly the 
same way that Cardinal, bull-necked, dogged and amaz- 
ingly independent, attracted Langard. They were like 
French and Italian vermouth, distinct yet similar, and 
went very well together. Distinct in that Langard had 
money enough to indulge his taste for nosing round off 
the beaten tracks, in that he betrayed all the evidences 
of a higher cultivation seeking its sustenance in lesser 
soils, in that his temper was always subservient to his 
impulses—he could be suave and coldly exact even in 
the middle of a high-spot flare-up—in that he was the 
product of the university taking an advanced course 
from the university of life. He was the dress-suit to 
Cardinal’s dungarees. 

If there was any particular criticism that could be 
levelled against him, other than the purely normal 
foibles and failings of mankind, it was that he was just 
a little given to sermonising. He was apt to read a little 
lecture before brandishing the rod. But that in itself 
was but a mask: it was the leash on which he held his 
temper. 

Cardinal was the rough-and-ready, tempestuous little 
seaman; a sea-dog of an essentially terrier breed, void 
of guile, but ferociously persistent. His vocabulary was 
short, sharp, and inclined to be explosive. He had as 
gaudy a command of fearful oaths—big, bloodthirsty, 
deep-sea oaths—as any man on the high seas. They were 
as likely to boom into his speech as a complacent after- 
thought as in the heat of battle. His heart was on his 
sleeve all the time, bold and bare. 

Yet they were similar in that both possessed a per- 
fectly matured faculty for getting into, and out of, 
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trouble in its biggest outsizes. The flat calms of life 
were to them anathema; both earnestly preferred the 
possibilities of the big winds to the boring monotony 
of the doldrums. 

Cardinal had found it expedient to relinquish his cap- 
taincy after that little affair in Numea. French traders 
became depressingly fluent in their excuses for giving 
their custom elsewhere. For the word had gone darkly 
forth that little black-beard had pulled French noses in 
Port de France, and Frenchmen, being as they are 
almost theatrically patriotic, conferred their cargoes on 
other freighters. 

Since then he and Langard had gone quartering over 
the sunbelt together. Langard, in the subtle, uncon- 
scious way that is the hall-mark of the true leader, had 
automatically become the slightly larger half of the 
partnership. Cardinal, aware of his own lack of capital, 
had as automatically accepted the position six inches 
in the rear and, out of the discipline that is the heritage 
of the sea, dubbed his leader “Cap.” 

A water shortage on the fruit steamer haa landed 
them on the island of Espiritu Santo to stretch their 
legs for an hour or two. The proprietor of the flimsy 
hotel there had told them a few stories about Kling- 
mann, the boss trader on the Island, and the fruit 
steamer went away without them. 

“Cardinal, I think we ought to go over and acquaint 
the gentleman with the arrangements we have just 
made on his behalf,’ murmured Langard in his calm, 
matter-of-fact undertone. “I am sure he will be 
interested. The hotel proprietor tells me he is prone 
to incipient ennui. He must be stirred from his 
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lethargy. What a nice sample of the species he does look, 
to be sure. A living example of the nobility of the 
white. Come along; half-speed ahead, both; and a touch 
of port helm—or hellum, as you would have it—and we 
shall see his sweet face from the fuller vantage-point of 
a close-up.” 

Langard approached the Dutchman from behind. 
The first intimation the Hollander had of the advent - 
of strangers was a neat visiting-card, which slid silently 
into his vision from over his shoulder. A well-condi- 
tioned hand held it moveless between his eyes and the 
whip-thongs. The fingers that held it neither flickered 
nor moved. 

His surprised eyes read the legend: 


PETER LANGARD, 
> , Trouble-Hunter 


“That’s me,’ said a half-apologetic voice in his ear. 
“T’m awfully sorry, but that’s me, without a shadow of 
a doubt.” 

Klingmann creaked round in his chair and screwed 
his head upwards. 

“Andt what is ter matter wit’ you?” he growled, with 
a surprised cock of his eyebrows. 

“Just this. I don’t like you. I have a fixed conviction 
I never shall like you. The mere sight of you irritates 
me. You give me an itch in my metacarpals. I think 
you're a fat, ugly hog. I do really. You offend the eye 
in exactly the same way that a skunk offends the nose; 
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and, looking at you in the cold light of an unbiased 
mind, I’m afraid I must inform you that you are the 
rottenest thing I’ve yet found inside Cancer and 
Capricorn. Your father appears to have been a hippo- 
potamus and your mother a slug. You were never born 
—you occurred. A joke on the part of Nature: true, 
an obscene, ill-advised joke, but still, a joke. If you had 
just one more scrap of manliness in you, you’d have 
' one. I object to the very ground that’s coming to you. 
I don’t like your eyes nor your mouth or your nose— 
least of all do I like your great nose, Dutchman—nor 
your ears or your great clammy carcase. I am going to 
demonstrate my dislike of those things by punching 
them all—all, and a lot of times.” 

Cardinal stood by, mutely seconding each icy sentence 
as Langard’s flat, level voice ticked ‘t off. 

The Dutchman slewed his chair right round in open 
amazement. He stared at them, frankly incredulous. 
For a moment he half believed he was confronted by 
a suave, smoothly-spoken madman backed up by an un- 
naturally indulgent keeper. 

He had been unchallenged boss of Espiritu Santo so 
long that he had come to believe in his own divine 
rights and divinely higher sovereignty. The Island be- 
longed to him. He was the Island. The natives sub- 
sisted, worked, married, and had children solely with 
his concurrence. He had enforced a subservience on 
Espiritu Santo that had become part of the Island’s 
second nature. He could only faintly remember when 
last his law was challenged. And the lash and a few torn 
thumbs had soon put that little matter to rights. 

But this was incredible. It was out and oj:* heresy. 
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It was sacrilege. For a moment he stared at them open- 
mouthed, unable to believe his own ears. 


Then it began to dawn on him that these two men _ 


were coldly, viciously in earnest. They meant every 
word of what they said. They were stuck there in front 
of him demanding trouble. 

His brow darkened like a thunder-cloud. “Without 


- moving from his chair, he made a quick gesture to his 


two foremen holding the girl. They released her and 
began half walking, half running across to him. 

Cardinal sighed regretfully and pulled out a big 
glittering automatic. He jammed its muzzle emphatic- 
ally into the fleshy folds of Klingmann’s neck. 

“Pipe those two lubbers to double back abaft that 
eucalyptus or I’ll blow another windpipe into your neck 
athwartships to the one you’ve already got,” he said. He 
wriggled the muzzle so that the sharp foresight rawed 
the Dutchman’s neck, and the Dutchman obeyed the 
fear in his soul. With a desperate command in his eyes, 
he waved his men back. 

Langard, who had maintained an incurious air of 
aloof disinterest while his aide-de-camp was engaged on 
his own little affair, resumed his unhurried monologue. 
Cardinal, leaning with one elbow negligently on the 
Dutchman’s chin, dangled the gun in front of his per- 
spiring face and clicked the half-cock with horrible 
deliberation to the tempo of Langard’s unemotional 
voice. 

“And that is not the only thing I dislike about you,” 
Langard said. 4F or instance, your methods and ideas. I 
dislike them even more than I dislike that peripatetic 
goitre - adipose tissue you call your body. I object to 
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He was talking heatedly back at Langard, and there was 
_ a savage, ponderously vicious note in his voice. 
“You dom interferancer, you wass nuttings to do wit’ 
_ me,” he snarled. “Ter flag on ter Residency here aindt 
ter dom flag of yours. Ter French flag is reign here! 
You wass insult me. For it you shall pay t’rough ‘ter 
nose! You wass break ter International Law andt——” 

“Tll break your blamed neck if you talk to the Cap 
like that,” interposed Cardinal grimly behind his ear. 
“And talking about noses—wug!”’ He seized the Dutch- 
man’s bulbous nose in his horny fist and gave it a wrench 
that made him bellow like a bull buffalo. 

“Well, talk civil,” said Cardinal. “Remember, you’re 
on the quarter-deck of the good ship Trouble-Hunter 
now, and I’ll trouble you to behave as a law-abidin’ 
defaulter should.” 

Klingmann’s eyes blazed red with passion and in- 
dignation. “I will not have it,’ he shouted. “I will 
report it to ter Govment andt demandt ter arest of 
you. Andt your Gov’ment shall ’pologise to me! Andt 
punish you! It iss ter outrage! This plantation is mine. 
I buy it. I pay for it. I make ter profit for it. Ter 
niggers iss mine. I pay for ’em. They iss on ter contract 
wit’‘me for five years. What I do wit’ ’em iss nuttings 
to do wit’ you! Andt ter interferances of yours wit’ me 


on a French Island I will not have. It iss ter insult 1B. 
ter French flag and to mine own country. You shall L pay at 


for it. I shall smash you!” 

He reared his great bulk up from the chair and shook 
a ham-like fist in Langard’s face. “You wass pig inter- 
. ferancers,” he stormed. ‘‘You wass make me look ter fool 


“in front of all my niggers. You shall be——” 
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Langard hit him. A hard, clean punch on the teeth 
that cut his lips and sent him reeling back over the 
steamer chair. The chair collapsed under the mountain 
of flesh, and the Hollander went flying backwards in a 
riot of bloated arms and legs. He was screaming mad 
with impotent fury. He wallowed in the first humilia- 
tion that had swept over him since first he set the seal 
of his governship on Espiritu Santo. For, although the 
Islanders had all disappeared from sight like frightened 
chickens in a thunderstorm, he knew that every bush 
and flowering shrub around was clotted thick with 
brown faces and black eyes devouring the scene. 

“That,” said Langard flatly, ‘is the most satisfactory 
thing I have done since I landed here.” He gently 
rubbed a split knuckle and regarded the incensed bully. 

“T heard about you, Klingmann,”’ he murmured. “I 
heard about you back on Mallicollo. It would seem that 
the New Hebrides Group shelter a good few of your 
kidney. We found one or two even on Erromango. But 
you get the medal. You do, really. You are about the 
choicest specimen of the genus swine it has ever been 
my good and bad fortune to meet. Won’t you please get 
up? I want to flatten those nasty lumps on your face. I 
want to arrange for your nose to cease being the 
dominant feature of your facial architecture. I want to 
soak you till you feel like a dog that’s been kicked till it 

_ has to walk sideways. You unholy scab on an otherwise 
beautiful world—only the Devil would count it a crime 
to kill you. 

His voice was infinitely gentle. It purred out ina 
soft monotone that was almost soothing; but only 
Cardinal knew the choking anger that burned in its 
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imperturbable silkiness. 

Klingmann looked round. He saw the two foremen 
prone on the ground. They were watching him and 
Cardinal’s gun out of the corners of their eyes. He saw 
a diffident young native crawl across to the eucalyptus- 
tree and begin untying the cords that held the brown 
body captive there. He saw the native girl looking down 
at him with the same terrific look of proud hate in her 
eyes, a look that now held a flicker of unutterable con- 
tempt in the depths behind them. He saw the two calm 
strangers looking at him as one might look at a loathly 
insect—interested but disgusted—and something awoke 
within him. 

Klingmann the bully ceased to be Klingmann the 
blustering Dutchman, cowardly dependent on the inter- 
national shield of his nationality, content to shelter 
under the colours of an alien flag. Klingmann the bully 
suddenly became the outraged individual, goaded into 
grasping up at a handful of long-forgotten pride. 

But his was no pride-born action. It was the moun- 
tain of vanity over again; simply the outcome of the 
maddening humiliation the two iconoclastic devils had 
thrust upon him. He rose to a desperately brief and 
rabid spell of manliness on the ashes of his own self- 
esteem. His ego kicked him into rebellion. 

He suddenly reared up to his feet. ‘There was the 
reckless lust for murder flashing about in his eyes. For 
a second he stood swaying on the wreckage of the 
steamer chair, his eyes rolling white in the access of 
fury that whelmed him. Then he crashed across at 
Langard, and Cardinal whipped the gun from the 
bulging hip as he passed. 
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The few minutes that followed were not nice minutes, 
except from one point of view only. And that was that 
Klingmann only got what he ought to have had in 
hundredfold measure long: before. Not all the blood 
in his whole vile body could have atoned for the blood 
he had torn from the backs of his Islanders. Not all the 
pain his nerve system was capable of registering could 
have expiated the agony he had inflicted on his brown 
serfs. But such as he could do, Langard did. And he 
did it with ar exactitude and cold relentlessness that 
seemed totally at variance with his previous mood. 

He thrashed Klingmann. He gave him a taste of his 
own medicine. He did it with a studied care that might 
have emanated from the whim of some old apostle of 
Torquemada. The profundity of his passion showed 
only in the fact that he never hit Klingmann hard 
enough to knock him out. He kept him standing. He 
made him go through with it to the last final effort. He 
hit him just so hard and no harder. Hard enough to 
- hurt, hard enough to drive him into a tempestuous 
mania of blind “fury and so keep him coming back for 
more; but never hard enough to finish it off. His fists 
cracked into his unhealthy flesh with the careful deliber- . 
ation of a woodsman felling a tree. 

_The Dutchman tried to rush in and clinch. He tried 
a score of times. But always an oak-hard fist met him 
half-way and sent his head rocketing back. They kicked 
into his face with a persistence that drove him frantic. 
His neck ached from the impact of fists that seemed as 
though they would snap tlfe vertebre at every jerk. They 
continued until his frenzy gave way to a slow bewilder- 
ment that spread from his brain to his limbs. 
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He no longer rushed the younger man with flailing 
fists whirling ahead of him. He no longer chased a 
shadow or tried to garrot a ghost. His lungs told him 
that his body was not fit enough for such depressing 
work. The elusive devil in front of him was altogether 
too elusive, altogether too devilish. He was uncanny. 
It was not natural for any man to hold such an 
ascendancy over another. It was abnormal and un- 
believable. 

Instead, he grew desperately calm. He waited an 
opportunity. He wanted to get at that slim, self-satisfied 
neck and choke the life out of it, to feel that offensive 
column of flesh and sinew constricting in his great 
fingers until the masterful face above it turned black; 
until it was unable even to gasp for mercy; until the 
blood ceased flowing in its arteries. 

He put out his hands. A tanned fist clipped in and 
shook him to the toes. But he got his grip. Langard 
stepped in to hit him again and the Dutchman’s hands 
went up. They gripped on the neck and flexed round — 
it. He yammered a dry cackle of victory. 

“T—I kill you,” he mouthed. “I choke ter life of you. 
»You dom schwine, I strangle ter life in you. So!—andt 
so!—andt so!” He shook Langard in his hands like a rat. 

But things didn’t pan out quite so simply as that. 
The accomplishment of his highest hopes brought him 
no surcease. Langard shifted his attack to the Dutch- 
man’s stomach. His fists began to play a painful tattoo 
on Klingmann’s sashline, a dull drum-beat of blows that _ 
found an answering echo in the Dutchman’s brain. 
Langard pounded away at his stomach while Klingmann 
strove desperately to strangle him. The Dutchman 
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gasped. He who was trying to prevent the breath from 
entering his tormentor’s body bemusedly found the 
breath being bashed out of his own. He realised in a 
hopeless flash that Langard was offering him a last con- 
temptuous challenge, a duel of endurance. 

His head sagged forward. He gulped; he wept with 
the helplessness that suddenly submerged him. He 
gripped on Langard’s neck tillghis fingers cramped. And 
his staring eyes saw Langard’s face crack into a horrible 
grin under his very nose. Klingmann’s brain went 
numb. He slid down to his knees. His right hand re- 
linquished its useless hold and went down to his hip 
pocket. 

“Nothing doing down there, Dutcher,” said avi 
sympathetically. ‘““This is your unlucky day.’ He eyed 
a fat ship’s chronometer and turned to Langard, who 
was tenderly massaging his neck and wriggling the 
tension out of his tongue. “One minute eleven seconds 
since the fat lad got his grappling-irons across. Not so 
bad, considering what you had to look at. That’s 
seventy-one seconds, Cap, during which time you ham- 
mered him a hundred and fourteen wallops in the wind- 
bag. That ought to eer him remember! Grind my 
bones, so it did.” 

Langard picked up the whip. “Seventy-one seconds, 
eh?” he said. “Mr. Klingmann, I’m going to give you 
all those seconds back in memories—memories with a 
sting in their tail to keep ’em green. Cardinal, tell me 
when I’m through. Seventy-one, you said.” 

The whip whistled through the air, and Kifiornain 
squealed. There were four thongs to that whip, and 
they were made of oiled porpoise hide. Klingmann got 
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them across the flat of his back. He couldn’t escape 
them. His débdcle developed into the semblance of a 
Greek victory—a series of rear-end collisions. And he 
swallowed his pride far enough to yell louder than any 
nigger he had triced up the eucalyptus. 

He suddenly arrived at a true appreciation of the 
miseries he had inflicted on his niggers. He wept and 
slobbered a thousand promises of reformation. He 
would never again use the whip on an Islander as long 
as he lived. He would treat them with unique considera- 
tion. He would never starve nor flog them again, or 
even fine them. He would make his holdings on 
Espiritu Santo a model of desirable happiness. Islanders 
for miles round would hear of his beneficence and fight 
amongst themselves for the honour of working for him. 
He would make them a new heaven and a new earth, 
with him himself a fairy godfather over them all. He 
demonstrated without shame the extreme felicity with 
which a dose of one’s own medicine can alter one’s 
views on certain matters connected with one’s own hide. 
There were tears almost of repentance in his eyes when 
at last the thongs ceased their promptings. 

Langard broke the whip across his knee and mopped 
his forehead. ¢ 

“Phew!” he gasped. “That seemed a pretty long 
seventy-one.”’ * 

“Split my spleen—was it seventy-one you said?” 
gasped Cardinal. “Cap, I must have got those numbers 
all mixell ‘up. I’ve been counting along to the number 
of wallops you had to land him in the windbag! Smash 
my skull, fancy making an error like that! Cap, I could 
weep.” 
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He nudged the Dutchman with his toe. “Hey, mister, 
he said, “them last forty-three swipes was all wrong. 
Consider you never had ’em!” 

But Klingmann was too cowed even to answer; too 
crushed even to take offence at the girl, who, entirely 
unmoved by the spectacle she had just witnessed, gazed 
down at him with a face as inscrutable as the Mona Lisa; 
the tiny smile that lurked somewhere in her features 
seeming to come more from behind her eyes than from 
any betrayal of humour in her lips. 

Langard regarded her. He himself had no liking at 
all for Island girls. He had all of the white man’s horror 
of coloured matings, but she certainly merited any man’s 
friendly admiration. She was regal, in a dark, proud 
Island way. There was a poise about her that one could 
associate more naturally with a society hostess in a gilded 
drawing-room, rather than with a coloured girl on a not 
too fastidious Island in the back-yard of Oceania. She 
had beauty, too: beauty of face and figure—which is not 
wholly to be expected in the New Hebrides Group. 

One expects alluring lines in the feminine Islander; 
they are part of her heritage, until the little ones come. 
But true beauty of face is a rarer gift, not given to many 
along the sunways of the Pacific. That mostly comes 
from an infusion of white stock, two or three genera- 
tions back. The marvel of it becomes apparent when 
you think back to what an unholy crowd of villainous- 
looking ruffians were first responsible for those good 
looks in the Islanders. 

And the trace of the white can generally be found at 
a glance:..Straighter and longer hair of infinitely finer 
texture, daintier fingers and thinner lips, smaller ears, 
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_ and a noticeable lessening of the swaggering hip-swing, 
which is part and parcel of the native carriage. These 
_ are the pointers that whisper of the coming of the whites. 
To the man who has pitched his camp east of eastward 
they leap out to meet him when his eyes go questing 
over an unusually beautiful Island girl. 

Langard looked for them, and, to his own surprise, 
found them missing. 

“Odd,” he muttered to himself, and looked closer. 
He inspected her with that courteous mastery and re- 
spectful curiosity that is part of the nature of the adven- 
turer abroad. 

Then he saw what it was. It was her eyes. They were 
almost blue. In place of the usual marbles of polished 
jet, or the deep cocoa-brown of the octoroon, her eyes 
were touched with a violet tint that refined her whole. 
face. It was as though a blue-eyed white girl had used 
the make-up box to play the part of an Islander. 

Yes, undoubtedly it was her eyes. “Otherwise,” he 
mused, “‘she is pure Island; and very pure Island at that. 
Wonder where she comes from?® Not this group for 
certain. Somewhere right up over the Line, I should 
think. Hawaii, probably. Yes, that straight nose of hers 
knew Honolulu before ever she heard the surf over 
Santo Ped—or I’ve never seen Wakki Beach in my life. 
That’s what she is—she’s Sandwich.” 

He walked over to her. “What name belong you?” 
he asked. 

“My name is Lihea; Princess Lihea,’ she informed 
him. “There is no need for you to talk pidgin-English 
to me, sir. I understand your. own language quite well.” 
She bowed to him. “I wish to thank you for what you 
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have just done for me. Will you please accept my earnest 
gratitude?” 

Langard experienced a shock as her delicately 
modulated voice fell on his ears. 

That sort of thing didn’t happen every day on the out- 
back beaches. A man hardly expected to be told—and 
with dignified restraint—that he was making a fool of 
himself for not speaking his mother idiom. He merely 
did the conventional thing when he smiled, but 
mentally he was a little perturbed to think that a kinky- 
head should have so easily forced him into the con- 
ventions. 

“There are no thanks due from you, Princess,’ he 
assured her. “What I did just now was done purely for 
my own personal satisfaction and—er—say, for the sake 
of that young gentleman who thinks so highly of you.” 

“That is only half true,” said Lihea gently. 

“My dear lady,” expostulated Langard, “I should 
have lambasted that beast whether I had noticed you 
or not, whether you were on this Island or the next, 
whether you were unborn or dead.’ Langard objected 
on principle to any native girl taking the upper hand in 
a conversation. He had all of a man’s natural aversion 
to making excuses or explanations to a woman, most of 
all to a woman of the type of Lihea, who was, in any 
case, not quite white. She was too unnaturally self- 
possessed, too calm, and too dreadfully sure of herself 
for his liking. He did the masculine thing. He shifted 
the topic. 

“And so you speak English, do you?” he said. ‘““Where 
did you learn that—in the missionary school?” 

“Yes, I was eleven years in the mission.” 
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“Honolulu?” 

She smiled and bowed again. ‘Yes, sir. And I was 
for three years at school in Valparaiso.” 

“Were you, by Jove!” 

“I won scholarships through to the High School.” 

“Then what are you doing here?” Langard asked the 
question in genuine surprise. When a native girl gets a 
taste of the comforts and conveniences of Western 
civilisation she is generally very loth to revert to the 
native state. The West gets her just as insidiously as 
the East gets the whites. If Lihea had graduated through 
the institutions at Valparaiso she had tasted the woman’s 
delight in pretty clothes, in daintily-cooked food, in the 
amenities of social companionships, the society of white 
men, the joys of town life, and all the pleasures and con- 
veniences that can only accrue when vast numbers of 
people are gathered into a small compass. 

Her gaze wandered away to where a group of Islanders 
sat on their haunches under a wide-spreading, fat-leaved 
flamboyant. Among them was the splendid figure of the 
young Islander who a few minutes before had been 
spread-eagled for a flogging. He was watching them in- 
tently. He alone was not squatting. He was standing 
up, his brown body aglint in the sun like a carving in 
rich old mahogany. His hair was black and wavy, and 
there was a keen intelligence stamped into his face that 
proved him a cut above the ordinary beach native or 
hired labourer in the compounds. 

“I see,” said Langard; “so that’s your boy, is it? I 
hope you will be very happy with him, Princess. You 
deserve to be. Is he a man of your own Island?” 

p ES. 
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“And what Island is that?” 

“Kauai.” 

“Oh yes? Just to the north of the Honolulu. But 
that is an awful long way from here, Princess. What are 
you both doing so far afield?” 

Princess Lihea shrugged her shoulders. “It was a 
feast night in Kauai,” she said. “A night heavy with 
peace after the feasting. Our people were slumbrous 
with the wine they had drunk, and the fires had all 
burned cold. The Blackbirders came. They had been 
before, offering us terms. But the harvests were good 
that year. There was food and contentment in Kauai. 
We had no need to sell ourselves to the compounds. 
Ours was an isle of plenty. 

“So they went away and waited for the feast night. 
Before the dawn they came. And when the light spread 
again across the east, the Blackbirder was gone; a smoke 
patch along the horizon, her holds full of our people. 
Women and men they took, all herded together in the 
holds. 

“And who can complain? The contracts bore the 
marks of those who, in their drunkenness, had sold them- 
selves to the plantations. White magistrates would up- 
hold those contracts. They would say, as they have said 
a thousand times before, that the niggers were trying to 
break their agreements; that they had wearied of their 
work and desired to return to their own homes again. 
And they would fine them all for wasting the time of 
the court, and send them back to their masters. 

_ “Such things happen so often in the Islands. They 
are matters of but little account. Five years cut from 
an Islander’s life—what does it matter to the whites? If 
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the masters are fair and just, it does not matter much 
to the natives. They get used to it. But all masters are 
not fair and just. Some are—like Klingmann. : 

“Klingmann uses the whip every day. He has flogged 
women under that eucalyptus-tree. Five years is a long 
time to wait for release. Some of them never see the 
dawning of it. They die. It is good for Klingmann when 
they die. He does not have to pay them; he only pays 
them when their five years are finished. Some, when 
they get the chance, run away. And that, too, is good 
for Klingmann. He keeps their wages, and they dare not 
complain of him, for they would be sent back to the 
compounds to finish their time.” 

Langard nodded. He knew the ways of the Black- 
birders. They took a pretty full toll of the Islands, one 
_ way and another; and they were not over-scrupulous in 
disposing of their recruits. Anywhere, anyhow, so long 
as the price was good. There were dark stories to be 
picked up through the Groups of the doings of the 
Blackbirders. Some of them were nauseous even to the 
whites. 

“So it was a sort of general shanghai, was it?” he said. 

Lihea nodded slowly. ‘Yes,’ she said quietly, ‘that 
was a terrible night on Kauai. The sailors had been 
drinking. They were full of rum. And it is bad for the 
» women when the sailors are in rum. There was fight- 
ing in the villages. Some sailors were killed. And that 
made it worse for us. The sailors wouldn’t kill us—they 
wanted us for the compounds. But they fired our 
villages. All night long the smoke went up from the 
palms. In the darkness the sailors laid heavy hands on 
all who were not too old for work. They did not pick 
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and choose. They even took him’’—she pointed to the 
young giant under the flamboyant—“and he is royal! 

“He is Prince Kalau, Prince of all my people. One 
day he will be King. He will be King on the day he 
marries. That is our law. Even though his father is 
dead and he reigns as chief over all the natives of Kauai, 
he is still Prince until he marries. On the day he makes 
me his Queen, he makes himself King. But the sailors 
got him, and Klingmann bought him. The years will 
seem very long till he is free again.” 

Langard looked at her for a moment without speak- 
ing. Though her voice was level and harnessed down 
almost to a placid monotone, he guessed a little of the 
heart-break that was there. It was just a little wisp of 
tragedy dropped among a thousand other little tragedies 
on the Islands. Native status counts for nothing now 
that the flags of white kings and presidents float over 
their jungles and palms. But it was tragedy stark and 
cruel all the same. He heard a deep-breathed “Burn my 
body and rot my soul!” just behind him. =~ 

“And why haven’t you married, Princess?” he asked 
gently. 

“We must marry on our own Island, in our own 
temple. Our marriage must be declared by our own 
priests. We have little left to us now, except the loyalty 
of our own people. Our lands are gone, our sovereignty 
is gone, many of our people are gone, our harvests are 
garnered by strangers; we shall be King and Queen in 
name only. And there are many like us in the Coral 
Seas. Prince Kalau says we mustn’t mind—we couldn’t 
even fight for our Island now. And he is even bound to 
a Dutchman seven thousand miles away from our home.” 
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“Did Klingmann buy you, too?” 

“No. I was still in Valparaiso when Kauai was raided. 
I heard of it when I got back. I think, if it hadn’t been 
for that, I might have—have gone back and lived always, 
as—as the white girls live. But I saw our burned village, 
our blackened fruit-trees and trampled crops, our 
children with no parents—and I knew I could never go 
back to the whites. I came on to look for Kalau. One 
day he will be free. We shall go back to Kauai 
together.” 

“And how much longer has Kalau to wait, Princess?” 

“Three and a half years. But Kalau may not live so 
long. I think Klingmann is trying to kill him. He has 
been terribly cruel to him. He persecutes him more 
than any other native in his employ.” 

“Is there any special reason for that?” 

eres.” 

“What is it?” 

“T cannot tell you.” 

“Oh! Why not?” 

“It is not mine to tell. I don’t think even Kalau will 
tell you.” 

“Ts it because of you, Princess?” 

“No. Klingmann no longer desires me. I have told 
him that I would poison myself, and him, too, were I 
forced to enter his house. And Klingmann knows I 
speak the truth. He is a great coward at heart.” 

“Spoken truly, little girl. Bullies are always cowards. 
But tell me, why is he specially vindictive against your 
man? Is it because he is frightened Kalau might foment 
a bit of trouble in the compounds?” 

Lihea negatived the idea. ‘““There are no more of his 
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own people left in Espiritu Santo, except old Benas, the 
medicine-man, who refused to leave him. Klingmann 
released them all and sent them back to Kauai when he 
found out who Kalau was.” 

Langard looked at her shrewdly. 

“But that was an odd thing to do, wasn’t it?” he asked. 
“May I presume that he didn’t wish them to see what he 
was doing to Kalaue” 

Lihea inclined her head. “And that is all I can tell 
you,” she said. “‘Please may I go?e”’ 

Langard looked annoyed. The girl had piqued his 
curiosity. She had led him to nibble at the bait of a 
mystery and hadn’t even let him feel the tug of the hook. 

“Really, ’'d much rather you stayed,’ he said. “I 
assure you, we both wish to be your friends. We may 
be able to help you. Our motives are quite worthy. 
Trouble, by hook or by crook, profit if possible. ‘That’s 
all. My name is Langard, Peter Langard. My friend is 
called Cardinal. I don’t know his other name. I don’t 
think he knows it himself. He was born at sea. Held a 
master’s certificate before he was twenty-one. Not legal, 
I know, but he did it. Much of what we do isn’t legal, 
but we do it. He insists on calling me Captain. 
Principally because I’m not one. With the exception 
of that, we get along fairly well together. We've found 
quite a spot of trouble since we started in to comb the 
Islands for it. But I think yours is about'the most 
intriguing yet. Won’t you, please——” 

The girl looked at him pleadingly. “Mr. Langard,” 
she said impulsively, “‘please don’t ask me any more 
questions about Kalau. I can never thank you for what 
you have done to-day. Some day, perhaps, I may be able 
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to show you my gratitude. If you hadn’t come here to- 
day—it would have been awful.’’ She shuddered. ‘‘Please 
let me go. I’m very grateful to you—but please!” 

Langard dismissed her with a wave of his hand. “As 
you will, Princess,” he said. “Run along and kiss your 
boy. He seems to be getting very impatient under the 
trees there. My best respects—and congratulations to 
him.” 

“Well, Cardinal, what do you know about that?” he 
demanded, as Lihea, with a little smile of thanks, turned 
and ran through the trees. 

“Cap, our hunt for trouble begins right here!’’ de- 
_clared the little sailor-man. “That fac’ sticks out a 
fathom. Grind my knee-caps, so it does. She’s a queer 
one, ain’t she?” 

“She certainly is. An educated, sophisticated, high- 
spirited Islander, plus a high’sense of duty, plus a cork- 
tipped contempt for whites, plus grace and charm and 
beauty! Well, well, well, Cardinal—what are the Islands 
coming to?” 

“And she says she’s got to wait three years for her 
man,” said Cardinal insinuatingly. 

“That,” answered Langard, “is a foolish miscalcula- 
tion on her part. See to it, Cardinal.” 

The little man went over to Klingmann. The big 
trader had risen to his feet, and he scowled sullenly as 
Cardinal hoisted a detaining finger at him. 

“Hey, mister, down anchors,” he said, bustling up. 
“A morsel of attention on a matter concerning you. 
You've got a nigger in your crew; a royal nigger—down 
in the ship’s books as Kalau. How long is he signed on 


for in your hooker?” 
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Klingmann’s eyes were as smoulderingly red as his 
cheeks were saggily white. “I have nuttings more to de 
wit’ you,” he snarled. “I make ter complain to ter 
Consul. Yaaa! I get ter satisfaction.” 

“Strewth! Ain’t you satisfied yet? Now, look here, 
mister, I can’t stand a man whose allus gettin’ into 
tantrums. Come on, now! Hand me the straight stuff, 
else I’ll”—he. reached up and whispered confidingly in 
the Dutchman’s ear—‘‘else I'll rub your back down with 
a bunch of sting-nettles, scrape my brain if I don’t.” 

The Hollander turned a panicky stare on the little 
man. Their eyes met, and for all the seeming careless- 
ness in the sailor’s eyes, he read the stark animosity 
burning there. Cardinal wasn’t bluffing or even 
threatening: he was promising. 

“Who iss ter boss here, me or you?” he demanded 
heatedly. 

“Don’t ask me, mister—look at your pore face,” acne 
Cardinal. 

Klingmann seemed ready to burst into tears. “It iss — 
swindle,” he wailed. “A swindle that iss not fair.” 

“You're right, Dutcher, it is. A damn rotten swindle, 
too. And I’m just going to unswindle it. Now you just 
come along to your mansion and bring me Kalau’s parch- 
ment. I want it intact; failing which I'll start up a fire 
in that mansion of yours that Niagara itself couldn’t 
douse. Crunch my eyeballs, I’ll burn that parchment 
and you with it. Let me escort you.” 

Cardinal took him gently by the arm and led him up 
through long lines of big-blossomed bread-fruits and 
limes to where the planter’s house stood, ringed about in 
the cool green shade of a copse of giant gum-trees. 
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It was a large house, a palatial house. There were 
wide verandas and low-falling sun-blinds all round it. 
The rooms were lofty and airy and filled with great 
earthen bowls of cooling flowers. The gardens round it 
were exquisitely tended. His house servants were 
Chinese—the best house servants in the world, if you 
get the right ones. Klingmann had got the right ones. 

Cardinal piloted him right up to the very door, sym- 
pathising with him all the way. In a friendly, ferociously 
polite voice, he assured him that Kalau would be in per- 
fectly safe hands when he left his employ—not quite so 
fanatically solicitous as to the future welfare of his soul, 
perhaps, but thoroughly reliable for all that. He was 
quite sure that Klingmann would be vastly relieved to 
know that. He almost went into the house with him. 
Till he saw the Chinese. 

“Chinkies, eh, b’ gosh!’ he muttered. “Well, that’s 
different. If you’ve got Chinkies in there, Dutcher, I’m 
staying out here. I prefer the sunshine. I don’t like 
Chinks any more than I like you. You go in and get 
that contract. I’ll give you five minutes, or up goes this 
hut of yours to kiss the clouds. Chinks and all.” 

He waited till Klingmann brought it out. The Dutch- 
man was as sourly savage as a bear roused out of sleep. 

“Dom you—iss that all you want?” he growled. 

“Not quite, mister. I want you to write across it that 
you hereby pays Kalau off, having no further call on his 
Royal Highness’s services, nor no further desire for same, 
yours very respectfully, Klingmann. An’ I want you to 
date it—splinter my backbone, so I do.” 

Klingmann’s pen scratched across the parchment for a 
minute. Then he threw the sheet at Cardinal. 


32 PEARLS OF DESPRE 


“Ter Devil take you!” he snarled. ‘‘Andt this I tell 
you, pig: I hope never again I see you!”’ 

“Well, you know your own mind best,” agreed 
Cardinal. “But don’t go yet, Dutch.” 

“What iss you want now!” raved the Hollander. 

‘Forgotten how to write your own signature, mister. 
That won’t do. Scratch it out and do it again—and put 
all the letters in.” 

“That’s better,’ he said a moment later. “That gal of 
his will be almighty glad to get her eyes on this. You can 
consider your good deed done for the day. S’long.” 

Before he turned to go, he tore Klingmann’s last hopes 
to ribbons. He cupped his hands round his mouth, tilted 
his head back, and roared out in a bull-chested hail: “I’m 
gonna shoot the first Chink who shows his face between 
the skyline and me! And I shoot on the drop.” 

He lugged out his gun, cocked it, and let fly at a gaudy 
butterfly flickering along in the sunlight twenty paces 
away. The butterfly swished through the air for a yard 
and its shattered bits dropped into the shrubberies. 
“And that’s me at the starn end of a gun!” he announced, 
and walked unchallenged down the long avenues with 
the parchment in his pocket and the gun spinning about 
in his fingers. 

He found Langard holding high court in his own icy 
way. Ranged in front of him were the two big-limbed 
foremen with whom Cardinal had had a one-sided argu- 
ment an hour before. 

“Just one thing more,” Langard was saying. “I shall 
be coming back to Espiritu Santo. Make a note of it. 
Peter Langard will be coming back this way. I shall 
probably come with friends. My sole reason for coming 


PEARLS OF DESIRE 33 


will be to see how many miles you’ve travelled between > 
now and then. That’s all, gentlemen. I’d like to give 
you my studied opinion of you; but I’d singe my tongue. 
The Devil caught the angels napping when you were 
born. You give me a pleasing twitch in my trigger 
finger all the time you remain non-corpses. You re- 
signed your jobs two minutes ago. The steamer calls 
again in a week’s time. And you will be on it. You 
wouldn’t miss it for worlds, gentlemen. You wouldn’t, 
really. Good afternoon. I'll mention you in my next to 
a consul who knows his own weight to a word!” 

“Crack my toe-nails, Cap, but they’re about the 
durnedest brace o’ ship lice I ever clapped eyes on,” 
said Cardinal, as he watched them go. “B’ gosh! the way 
they backed water and cleared for the open sea was 
enough to make a man weep. Id give a bit to have 
them aboard a skys’] ship. I’d make ’em so’s they either 
got religion or jumped overboard. The which I doubt if 

even dog-sharks ’ud eat ’em.” ; 
_ “They're purely of their own type, Cardinal. A 
straight eye and a morsel of restraint vaporises their 
livers. It makes them scared of they don’t know what. 
Themselves mostly. Did you have any luck with Kling- 
manne” 

“Yes, Cap. I took a little stroll along to his place with 
him, and on the way he got the idea that maybe Kalau 
wasn’t quite happy here. It worried him so much he 
wondered whether he would offend Kalau if he offered 
to pay him off right out of hand.” 

“That was very considerate of him, Cardinal.” 

“So I thought myself. I just put it to him as one 
friend to another that maybe the nigger would be sort 
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of easier in spirit if he was back in his own duck-run. 
With which the Hollander agreed. He said he’d cancel 
his contrac’ immediate. In fac’, Cap, he insisted. In 
spite of all I could do to stop him, he suddenly comes 
out with Kalau’s agreement, and, says he, “Cardinal, my 
very dear and courteous friend,’ he says, ‘here’s the 
paper, ve reference to which you spoke. I’d be charmed 
and delighted if you would give it to him. I would do 
it myself, he says, ‘only I’m sure the nigger would over- 
whelm me with thanks. And you know how public 
thanks do embarrass me so,’ he says. And with that he 
gives it to me, hoping at the same time as I won’t break 
my ruddy neck as I go past the azaleas.” 

Langard glanced at the parchment. “What a charm- 
ing man,” he mused. “He has even signed it twice.” 

“Ye-e-ep, Cap. Once in Dutch and once in English. 
That was just to make sure!” 


CHAPTER II 


THERE was no work done under the streaming sun that 
day. Klingmann stayed out of sight, nursing his hurts 
and his grievances. His two slave-drivers had made 
themselves discreetly scarce. The Islanders gathered 
about in groups and excitedly discussed the unique 
events of the day. For a white man to have prevented 
Klingmann from flogging a native was extraordinary 
enough. But for a white man to do all that and then 
hammer the Dutchman too, was an event of epoch- 
making importance. Their eyes wandered endlessly 
from the Residency to the Government House, from 
the Government House to the Residency, and always 
their point of vision was the tall white flagstaffs. They 
awaited the dipping of the old flag and the running up 
of the new, for they were quite sure in their own minds 
that a new power had spread its protective wings over 
Espiritu Santo, and that for them the Millennium had 
arrived. ' 

Langard and Cardinal left them to their overdue holi- 
day. They tramped back through the steaming jungle 
paths to the hotel in the tiny little harbour town of 
~ Santo Ped. 

Santo Ped is a dear little town, in every sense of the 
word. It is a sweet little place that would be a good deal 
sweeter if it were not for the sinks of iniquity behind 
it. It is all lath and plaster and coloured stucco, a flimsy 
little dolltown. The typhoon comes and goes, and so 
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does Santo Ped. But lath and plaster and coloured stucco 
is cheap and absurdly easy to erect, and so Santo Ped 
bobs up again as soon as the typhoon has betaken its 
crazy-eyed flight down over the horizon. The name of 
the only hotel is “The Widow’s Cruse,” and its nature 
is such that you can go there and drink in between 
drinks. 

The two of them discussed the matter over iced pine- 
water and gin. 

“Never heard anything like it in my life,” declared 
Cardinal. ‘“Klingmann wouldn’t fire all that bunch of 
niggers for nothing. There’s something behind the bulk- 
heads, Cap. Why won’t that gal talk? Why won’t she up 
and say what all the trouble’s about? What’s she skeered 
of? Powder my teeth, why does Klingmann hang on to 
Kalau and start killing him by degrees? Eh? I ask you!” 

Langard pursed his lips. “‘It’s interesting, as you say,” 
he admitted. “Probably more so. I had a word with old 
Benas the medicine-man while you were over at Kling- 
mann’s place. A queer old devil is Benas. Got all the 
lore of ju-ju off at his finger-tips. Made me feel all any- 
how before he was finished. He’s got a little grass hut 
back there among the mangoes—fetid little place, all 
alive and crawling with unpleasant impressions. He 
pulled out a lot of gaudy stuff about Island customs and 
beliefs, and nearly convinced me that he was sane. Went 
through a lot of antics with horrible-looking anatomical 
specimens and threw himself into a sing-song trance. 
Most mysterious old brute. He’s about a hundred and 
eighty, I should think. Right into his second childhood. 
Said the gratitude of all the tribes of Kauai had 
descended upon us for having saved the face of their 
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Prince. That gratitude is potent to protect—so he says. 
_ We are going through dangers and all sorts of little hells 
during the next few weeks. Kalau and Lihea are all 
mixed up in it in some mysterious way. He kept 
prattling about a sea-chest full of the treasures of the 
sea, and an island that man has forgotten, and blood and 
death, and a wonderful vision of a girl at the end of it— 
a girl out of the wilds of the sea, white and fresh and 
beautiful. Fabulous riches and fabulous love—oh, a 
regular old hair-raiser is Benas.”’ 

“Umph!” said Cardinal. ‘And then he asked you for 
a bottle of square face?” 

-“No—he didn’t. Very odd that—knowing niggers as 
we do. The old josser seemed in dire earnest. And he 
sure knew a thing or two. He made me jump when he 
told me I had worn stripes in Numea. And I began to 
sit up and take notice when he suddenly sat back on his 
haunches and informed me that his Prince would be a 
free man before the sun went into the sea. You would 
have been just about starting on your way back with the 
parchment by then, Cardinal. A bit weird, wasn’t it?” 

“Rust my blood!” breathed Cardinal. 

“Quite,” said Langard. “I felt a bit sticky myself. 
Benas rather got on my nerves. He has such a dreadful 
belief in himself. I don’t mind much about all the life- 
sized trouble he swears we are kicking into, but he kept 
dinning a lot of assurances into me about the girl at the 
end of it all. What was it he called her—the girl no man 
has seen! What do you know about that, Cardinal? Very 
unsettling for a staid young bachelor, don’t you think? 
The old mummy almost persuaded me that he was not 
talking through his hat. That just shows you what 
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atmosphere will do. Faugh! That grass hut was / la 
mausoleum of half-dead horrors.” 

Before the night was through, both Cardinal had 
Langard were thinking furiously about old Benas and 
his mysterious hints. "For along towards dark Kalau 
came to them there. He had something of the proud 
hauteur of his Princess in his bearing, but he lacked the 
complete grip of the white man’s ways. 

He entered silently, without announcement. He came 
in via the window. 

His excuse was full and sufficient—the bar-tender 
would have chucked him out had he come in through - 
the hotel entrance. When he spoke they saw that though - 
he hadn’t quite the mastery of English speech possessed 
by his affianced bride, he certainly had progressed be- 
yond the miserably monotonous babble of pidgin- 
English. 

The native mind is curiously asleep. It has potentiali- 
ties far beyond that of the Negro, but they are dormant. 
The native will sojourn for forty years as servant in a 
white man’s household, and never progress beyond the 
two hundred root words of béche-de-mer. Kalau, in two 


years with his mainland-educated girl, had learned more ~ 


than the average white man would of a Continental 
language in a similar period. 

“I want to see you, boss,” he said. “I want to tell you 
something.”” He looked round suspiciously at the ae itr 
and the window opposite. 

“Pleased to listen to anything interesting in this 
weather,” said Langard. “Did you get your release all 
right?” ee 

Kalau touched a shining forelock. “I want to say-that 
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- first, boss,” he’said. “I want to thank you. Lihea said 
do that before you do anything else. To-day you saved 
me from shame before three hundred men of my, gwn 
_ colour. It was muchito me. Klingmann had not flogged 
me before. He has tried everything else to make me talk. 
I would not talk. Neither will I tell you what he did to 
me because of it. But to-day he said he would flog me. 
Two hundred lashes—with Lihea looking on.” 

“Well, never mind the thanks, Kalau; what did he 
want you to talk about?” 

The bronze god put his hand inside the breast of his 
cotton shirt and fished out an oiled silk envelope. 

“This,” he said. “He wanted me to talk about this.” 
He opened the envelope and produced a small square 
of black, shrivelled kelp-weed. It was cut almost square, 
but very shrunken and crinkled: such weed as could be 
found in thousands of tons along the Island beaches at 
every tide. 

-“That has been guarded by the ruling kings of Kauai 
for seven generations,” he said. “We have heid it and 
preserved it ever since the days when the English Cap- 
tain Kidd sailed his ship through our seas. It has been 
-buried in a leathern bottle under the ground. Our 
medicine-men have guarded it.” | 

Langard cocked his ears. | oa 

“Thus the story is told,” continued Kalau. “Thus.I © 
have heard it from my father and he from his. In all his 
voyagings this Captain Kidd amassed much treasure. 
Among all his spoils were many pearls, many beautiful — 
pearls. Their number grew and grew. There were so 
many and of such beauty that men called them the Pearls 
of Desire. All the treasures he collected have since been 


40 PEARLS OF DESIRE 


accounted. for: much he distributed among his crew, 
much was taken from him when he was hanged: all his 
gold and his silver and his riches. All save the Pearls of 
Desire. They were never found.” 

Cardinal’s teeth were clicking. He had heard that 
ancient legend of Kidd’s pearls. A fabulous collection. 
Ancient chroniclers put their number at over a thousand 
—each one a gem of lustrous beauty and peerless texture. 
Kidd only kept the cream of his booty. The rest he 
apportioned among his crew. And his pearls were stored. 
They were his own especial share. ‘The biggest and finest 
of all they called the Pearl of Life. It was the largest 
thing known, bigger than a full-sized nutmeg, a giant 
pearl. 

The story went that the old buccaneer, knowing that 
his immunity would not last for ever, had put all his 
glorious pearls into a single casket—a miniature model 
of an old sea-chest—and had hidden them away in a 
secret hiding-place in one of the lonely islands of 
Oceania. It was whispered through the Pacific that he 
had drawn out a secret cipher showing the exact location 
of his amazing treasure, and that his master-gunner had . 
gained possession of the cipher and decamped with it. 
Kidd had followed him, and had found him on Kauai! 
He pursued him in a blazing passion of wrath and, when 
he found him, split open his skull with a broadsword. 

Langard’s ears tingled, for he had heard many other 
stories in connection with that treasure, all wildly im- 
probable, but none more so than the one which Kalau 
told. 

“The cipher was never found by those who spent their 
lives searching for it,” said Kalau, his eyes afire with con- 
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scious pride and self-approval. ‘The English captain 
failed to find it. It was not on the body of the master- 
gunner. They never found it. Because it was already in 
the temple of the kings of Kauai! The master-gunner 
was drunk on guava wine. He boasted in his drunken- 
ness. He flaunted the cipher in the King’s face. He lost 
his cipher. And the King kept him drunk till the Eng- 
lish captain came. 

“Here is the cipher. ‘Take it. It is Lihea’s wish as well 
as mine. We do as Benas advises. We will not touch the 
treasure. The Pearls of Desire are accursed. There is 
death in them. They are tabu. Neither Lihea nor I dare 
break the tabu. It is written that the Pearls of Desire 
are the Pearls of Death.” 

He went to the window and called softly, “Lihea!”’ 
and the girl came in, radiantly beautiful from the 
sensuous softness of the tropic night outside, fire-flies 
cutting white lines of fire round the hibiscus blooms in 
her hair and above her ears. 

Langard and Cardinal were poring over the little 
square of kelp. They did not notice her enter. From 

_under her sarong she produced a a small tin of sea-water. 
She laid it on the table. 

Langard was trying to trace out some tiny cuts and 
figures that appeared on the surface of the weed. 

“May I show you?” asked Lihea, holding out her hand. 
“There are preservatives in it. Benas has given me the 
powder.” 

Langard started. “Bless my soul, Princess. I didn’t . 
hear you come in,” he said. He was hot and flushed, and 
there was a snapping excitement in his eyes. “Tell me— 
is this all as Kalau says, or is it just a——”’ 
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“It is all as Kalau has told you, sir. The cipher has 
been in the keeping of the kings of Kauai since Captain _ 
Kidd was alive. If you can work out the cipher and + § 
follow its instructions you will find the Pearls of Desire — 
at the end of the journey. That has been the legend — 
among the Kauai people for many years. That is all * 
know of it. That is all I can tell you.’ 

She took the weed and covered it with a thin, green 
powder moistened to a cream with sea-water. Then she 
put it in the tin itself and immersed it. Slowly its 
leathery hardness softened. It became as flat and pliable 
as a piece of rubber, almost like soaked gelatine. She 
pinned it out on the table, flat and square. 

The marks and scratchings had become clear and dis- 
tinct. They were in neat groups and patterns of dis- 
connected hieroglyphics, with here and there a quaint, 
though well-cut picture of some object or scene that was 
not quite apparent at first glance. At the lower right- _ 
hand corner was a compass- bearing. To the left of that a 
~ was a warning which read: 


' “Beware ye the Pearls of Desire, O Seeker. 

By ye shedding of bloode were they gotten, 

And by ye shedding of bloode onlie shall ye finde them 
again.” 


Immediately above that was a drawing of an old sea- 
chest, brass-clamped and nail-studded. In the middle 
was the representation of some obscuré-looking object. 
It looked something like a leaning tower of rock rising 
up at an acute angle out of the sea. Tiny scratches 
round its apex might, or might not, have been intended 
to represent seagulls. ‘They were there in a great flock, 


PEARLS OF DESIRE 43 


_ circling round the top of the column. 

First and foremost on the whole square were three 
words written in Old English script—First seek ye. The 
object they were required to seek was apparently a large 
double rock—large, that is, judging by the size of the 
three spreading trees tooled in at the base. The line 
from the compass centre cut clean through the word 
“dead.” 

The remainder was made up of unintelligible group- 
ings of single and double cuts, making a series of angles 
of all sizes. 

Together the two men pored over it. Their blood was 
racing, tingling through their veins like stinging drops 
of liquid electricity. There was something hypnotic in 
the thrill of it, something that caught at the very fibre of 
them and set it twanging like over-stressed metal. Their 
brains were assaulted with the first fierce rapture of all 
that is bound up in the dizzying thought of Buried 
_ Treasure. The prosaic was jolted out of them. Some- 
thing beneath the surface exulted to an epic strain. 

Both of them, case-hardened to failure and inured to 
the dozen different tastes of disappointment on a dozen 
different roads of hope, felt their pulses thumping. ‘They 
stared, white-lipped, at the long-guarded clue to a 
fortune; and their hearts missed beats with eccentric 
regularity. 

Their thoughts went flying and rocketing back across 
the years, back to those bold, reckless days when Captain 
Kidd and the rest of his dare-devil company harried the 
great galleons on the trade-wind routes, when a look was 
a blow and a word was a fight. Back to the days when 
the doughty old sea-dogs were roving the world, plunder- 
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ing the wooden sea-castles, fighting lustily and slaying 
grimly for the sake of the rich cargoes bulking heavy in 
the holds. 

The thing was there in their fingers, the magic thing 
that could open the ancient doors to the treasure of that 
older day. 

Captain Kidd’s pearls! The far-storied Pearls of 
Desire. They tingled to the gripping spell of it, pin- 
pricks of excitement stinging their skin. 

Their thoughts spun on a ball-race of pearls even 
while they hammered their brains for a solution of the 
mystery staring at them wide-eyed from the kelp-weed. 
The fever gripped them so deliriously that neither of 
them gave the two Island lovers a thought, not even for 
a word of thanks, or a promise to share, not even to in- 
vite them to come and join in the thrill of the hunt. 
They were lost in the first riotous flush of it, the tense- 
ness and the promise of it. 

They did not even see Lihea, with a finger to her lips, 
tiptoe silently to the window, open the mosquito 

curtains, and step out into the flower-scented night; nor 
even see Kalau, with a broad grin of pleasure on his face, 
creep out after her. 

Minute after minute ticked by, while they puzzled 
away at the cipher. There was not a sound in the room. 
Even the night outside seemed suddenly to have gone 
very quiet. It was almost as though the night had 
hushed itself in friendly sympathy. And when, with a 
half gasp of sudden excitement, Cardinal stiffened and 
snapped out a single exultant word in Langard’s ear, 
Langard blurted out, “By thunder, Cardinal, I believe 
you've got it!” 
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With a long exhalation of breath, they straightened 
up, and looked at each other with feverishly shining 
eyes. ; 
And all in that moment the high glitter died in them. 
In the same horrific moment they both saw the same 
thing—Klingmann, his face contorted with demoniacal 
hate, covering them from the windows with two great, 
blue, shining automatics. 

“Move ter muscle, pigs, andt I shoot ter heads off 
you,” he rasped. 

“Shred my flesh, burst my eyeballs, and rot my soul!” 
gasped Cardinal. 

“Your hands put flat on ter table. If you move ter 
muscle, I shoot. Andt there will be none questions 
asked. Ter Boss of this hotel iss der friendt of mine.” 

Klingmann glowered at them with the vindictive 
vengefulness of the underdog who has suddenly risen to 
the top. He watched them with sullen hatred while 
the four hands crept silently out across the table-top. 

Langard and Cardinal had no other alternative; 
Klingmann had got them tight on the end of his gun. 
They couldn’t even wriggle. 

“The Dutchman’s heavy lips thickened into a fat leer 
of mastery. 

“To-day wass your turn, eh!” he said vindictively. 
“To-night iss mine! To-day you flog me; you punch me; 
you make me look ter fool to all my nigger men. You 
give me ter whip while a nigger gal look on. Hein! 
To-night I make you jump; to-night I pay you back. 
Yaa! One, two, three time, I pay you back! To-day 
you do what you like wit’ me because you holdt ter 


gun. To-night J holdt ter gun.” 
D 
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“T’ll tell the world you do,” said Cardinal aggrievedly. 
“Once let me get out of this and I’ll ram the blame 
thing down your neck.” 

Klingmann never moved from the high French 
windows. ‘Ter less you say, ter less words you have to 
eat,” he growled. “I mineself will do ter talk.” 

“Shoot ahead, Dutcher. But keep it short; your voice 
is apt to grate on one’s nerves,” said Langard. 

“Iss that so?” 

“Tt is. Take my advice and rule the roost delicately. 
Cardinal and I are both rather tender plants. And soon 
you won't have a roost to rule. You won't, really. Asa 
matter of cold fact, I’ve decided that your tenancy of 
Espiritu Santo ceased three minutes ago.” 

Klingmann waved the threat aside with a motion of 
his gun. 

“You wass not in ter position to dictate,” he snarled. 
“For this I tell you. Neither of you will see ter next 
steamer when she come. Neither of you will leave this 
island alive!” 

“Well, shoot and get it over. The range is dead easy.” 

“Brave talk; brave talk. Pigs! I not kill you yet. 
First I make you feel all you gave me in ter clearing!” 

“Dear, dear. Very depressing. Did you hear that, 
Cardinal?” 

“Lump o’ cotton-wool in my ears, Cap, but I’m good 
at lip-reading. And you couldn’t miss the Dutcher’s, 
could you? Scrape my hide! They’re six inches above 
Plimsoll, and they've got a rotary motion that would 
drive a battleship.” 

Langard looked at the Dutchman with polite rude- 
ness. 
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“What do you want, my dear sir?” he asked. 

“I want that piece of seaweed. I want my nigger’s 
contract paper. And I want you!” The last was spoken 
_ with vicious deliberation. 

“And very reasonable, too!” agreed Langard. “One 
needs no clairvoyant gifts to see that you were nicely 
brought up. But I’m afraid you are in for a little dis- 
appointment, Mynheer; a triple disappointment, if I 
may say so. The seaweed now: that belongs to us, and 
we really don’t think you ought to have it. We don’t, 
really. We might even be quite nasty about it if you 
disagreed with that contention. The second is neither 
here nor there. I gave it back to Kalau hours ago. He 
has probably eaten it by now; or, maybe, he and old 
Benas have had a ceremonial ergy over it and burned 
it at the stake. Queer folk, you know, the Islanders. 

They do that sort of thing with fearful solemnity. Oh, 
and, by the way, I thought I ought to warn you—you’re 
in for a spot of trouble, apparently, from old Benas him- 
self. He was telling me this afternoon how little he 
likes you. Got quite a down on you for your treatment 
of his Prince. And he told me that he had fixed up a 
‘hoodoo for you that will land you in the marble orchard 
as sure as eggs. He’s a dire old devil is Benas, and he 
has got his knife into you right up past the handle. 
He’s cut you off a slice of ju-ju that you are welcome 
to. It is liable to take effect any night when the moon 
is at the full. Not a very nice thing to have to keep a 
note of, is it? But there you are. You ought to beware 
of full moons, dear sir, very beware indeed. Really, you 
oughtn’t to be monkeying about with Cardinal and me 
at all, especially, to-night. It’s a full moon to-night, you 
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know. Nasty things, epitaphs, while they’re being 
written. As regards the last of your three particular 
‘wants,’ I’m afraid you have already got us. That is, 
nearly. Or, as one might say, not quite. For, observe, 
my dear Klingmann, when one breaks the law, one 
should have eyes on all the facts. You have ignored 
one; a very essential one—the fact that the surpriser may 
himself be surprised. There is one man on this Island 
who hates you perfectly. He would give his soul for 
the opportunity to revenge his honour upon your 
bloated carcase. “Hitherto he has been tied and bound 
to you by his contract. To-night he is free and ripe for 
revenge. Klingmann, my poor lamb, look out! He is 
just behind you!” 

Klingmann gasped and wheeled with a startled cry. 

At that moment Cardinal flung his chair. It whizzed 
across the table, and the back of it connected with the 
Dutchman’s head. Chair and Dutchman went down in 
a heap, Klingmann mouthing horrible curses because 
he had been caught on the hop. In the brief moment 
that had elapsed between his facing round in the_ 
window-frame and the impact of the chair on his skull, 
he had seen that the night was empty. There was no 
Kalau, no black face distorted with the fierce hunger 
for revenge, no dreadful visage of dark skin and white 
eyeballs set on a body that was Grecianly godlike in 
its strength and virility, no nothing; only the warm 
emptiness of the tropic night, pregnant with flower scents 
and ceilinged with stars—and the electric crack of the 
chair on his skull. 

Langard was over the table with a vaulting leap that 
landed him half astride the maddened planter. His foot 
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twisted on the Dutchman’s wrist and ground into it till 
his fingers opened wide. 

Cardinal picked up the gun and pocketed it. 

“Grind my nerves, that’s the second Webley he has 
off-loaded to-day,” he growled. “Cap, the man ain’t safe 
to be allowed out. He must have a regular armoury 
stowed aboard his mansion.” 

“Well, what do you think ought to be done about it, 
Cardinal?” 

“Makin’ so bold, Cap, I’d suggest that this place 
ain’t insured. And I know where to find a slow 
match.” 

“D’ye hear that, Klingmann? Cardinal likes bonfires. 
You'd better clear out and stay out. You seem to be 
hunting a brand of trouble that we can ourselves supply 
and guarantee in unlimited quantities.” 

“Let me go!” Klingmann kicked savagely round as 
he lay on the floor, and his flailing legs brought Cardinal 
down with a crash atop of him. 

“Blarm!” exploded the sailor, and grasped hurriedly 
_ for a wrestling hold. 

Langard stepped off the Dutchman’s wrist and left 
his hard-headed partner to it. There was a series of 
bumps and Dutch grunts on the floor behind him as he 
went over to the table and began unpinning the 
stretched weed from the table. He had pulled out three 
of the pins when a tiny noise outside the door made 
him cover the square with his hands. The door swung 
open and the Boss of the hotel entered. He spoke in a 
suave nasal drawl that was immaculately self-possessed 
and amazingly free from bias either way. 

“Say, you gents are making a holy hell of a row!” 
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he observed gently. ‘“Whatcher doing? Playing a 
friendly poker game?” 

His steely eyes took in the whole scene. The wide- 
open windows, the wet table-top with the bowl of water 
upon it, Langard’s hands pressing urgently over some 
hidden thing beneath them: the challenging glitter in 
Langard’s eyes: the Dutchman flat on his chest beside 
the broken chair, his feet hopelessly tangled up among 
Cardinal’s hands and forearms—Cardinal was on his 
knees holding the planter motionless with a weird 
hybrid mixture of toeholds of his own—and the three 
of them breathing like blown horses. 

From beneath half-lowered lids the Boss surveyed the 
scene. And the Boss’s eyes remained remarkably aloof. 
He, who only held on to his tenancy of the Widow’s 
Cruse because it suited the Dutchman to let him remain 
there, evinced not the slightest sign of anger, surprise, 
partisanship or remonstrance. 

As a specimen of the Totally Disinterested Stranger, 
the Boss could have given points to a corpse. 

“Boss,” commanded the Dutchman from his lowly 
lodging, “com’ an’ help me! I demandt you!” . 

The Boss appeared not to have heard. He cast an 
appraising eye around. 

“Just having a little wrastle, are you?” he said. “Well, 
gents, it’ll do you no harm; only, you might step on - 
the soft pedal a bit. I wouldn’t have mentioned it at all, 
but one or two of my customers in the bar can’t hear 
themselves talk. There’s a pyramid game on, and they’re 
missing bets. That busted chair will be on your bill at 
five dollars. I’ll send you in another. G’night, gents.” 

He sauntered out, and the amazed Dutchman yelled 
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after him: “Com’ back, com’ back andt help me! You 
dodgasted schwine—you turn me down, eh? You turn 
me down, when I got you under my liddle finger? Dom 
you, com’ back!” 

“Tee! hee! You ain’t even got him under your liddle 
toe,’ murmured Cardinal, vastly relieved to discover 
that the Boss was so truly cosmopolitan. “All told, 
Dutcher, you haven’t had a very good day, have you?” 

“Let him get up, Cardinal. Assist the gentleman to 
his feet and kick him out. I have a notion he has taken 
a complete dislike to our company—so complete a dis- 
like that I doubt it he will ever want to mix with us 
again.” 

The Dutchman rose unsteadily to his feet, his whole 
body shaking with suppressed rage and the physical 
reaction of his violent exertions. 

Cardinal had got half-way towards him to pitch him 
out into the night when he stopped dead in his tracks. 
“Parboil my liver!”’ he ejaculated. 

Staring at him through the window were three feathale 
looking faces. Wicked, beady little eyes looked into his 
with implacable fearlessness. They seemed to be quietly 
inquiring what all the trouble was about, but behind 
the black calmness of them was all the cold ferocity of 
the East. They just peered into the room like eyes of 
- Fate, waiting, sphinx-like, for something to happen. 
Pale, olive faces that seemed carved in yellow marble, 
unique in their immobility, regarded him as one would 
an insect—interested but tremendously aloof. Across 
the middle one, from left eye to right jawbone, was a 
fearsome white scar, a long, livid line that cut right 
through the squat nose and seemed to have been 
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embedded there by some awful swing from a blunted’. 3 
sabre. It ran along the whole visage like a line of white _ 
fire. Its effect on the Chinese face was ghastly. It was 
almost as though the head was in two distinct parts, — 
divided by that terrible slash; the lower part soft and — 


normal, the upper part shrivelled and withered—dead, ~ 


except for the piercing black marbles of eyes that shone 
unwinkingly under the slanting eyebrows. In their — 


hands were tiny bamboo tubes, slender little things that 
might have delighted the heart of a child, but for the 
gleaming steel dartheads protruding an eighth of an 


inch from the ends. Death by the poison dart is as 


swift and sure as any that ever came out of a gun-muzzle, 
and infinitely more painful. And the mouthpieces were 
less than six inches from their mouths. 


The Dutchman laughed, a throaty, nervous Iaugh of | 


relief. 

Langard and Cardinal gazed at the face with the im- 
print of steel across it. The same thought went smashing 
across both their brains at once. 

“Scarry Harry!’’ Langard half breathed it. Scarry 
Harry, the most dreaded and pitiless of all the Chinese 
pirates that infest the waters of the South Seas, a brigand 
of the lateen and canvas, a terror to the little boats 
that ply their trades through the pitch darkness of tropic 
nights. His name was whispered and cursed through the 
trade-ports of all the Islands from Choiseul to the 
Unions, from Tregosse to 1’Esperance Rock. They told 
of him darkly in the Solomons, insured against him in 
the Gilberts, and even across in the far Phoenix his name 
went over from owner to.captain. He came like an 
albatross, like an eagle of the sea, silent, unheralded, 
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unheard; and always in the dread hours around mid- 
night. He had sunk his ships in D’Entrecasteaux and 
Bougainville the same night and sold his booty on 
Ysabel before the dawn was high. He was feared from 
Papua to Fiji; they called him the Night Hawk of the 
- Pacific. And the vendetta that was out against him was 
only half-hearted, because the traders themselves were 
scared of him. 
_ He did his work from behind the shield of mystery. 
No man had ever seen him put to sea; no man had 
- ever seen him on his bridge. A few there were who 
could swear they had seen him at the head of his board- 
ing-parties sweeping over the side-rails like a swarm of 
grimly silent animals—but they had died. Scarry Harry 
was a killer. He killed for safety’s sake, and he did it | 
with the careful carelessness of the born Oriental. It 
was rumoured here and there that he was perfectly 
abetted by an unknown ally on land—a white ally, who 
sent him information, stored his hauls, and sheltered 
him when the gunboats were out and about. 

So far as Langard and Cardinal knew, no one had ever 
suspected Klingmann, the wealthy.Dutch trader and 
planter of Espiritu Santo, of being that ally, and the 
knowledge of it hit them like a whiplash. 

For perhaps half a second Langard and Cardinal 
looked at the apparition in the window. Then they 
flung themselves flat on their faces; and, while their 
bodies were still half poised in the air, there came a soft 
plat! of the darts striking home in the opposite wall. 

Cardinal pulled his. gun and let fly almost from the 
holster, but the Chinese were in the room at the run, 
silent as cats. A thick-felted foot knocked the revolver 
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‘spinning from his fingers with a kick that swung in from 
behind, and a terrific string of deep-sea oaths hurtled 
out of his mouth at the pain set up in his knuckles. 

“Into ’em, Cap,” he yelled. ‘““Grapnels over and rake 
"em! Baste em between wind and water! Look out for 
old dog-face; he’s blowin’ agen!” 

Scarry Harry stood back from the other two China- 
‘men, who were fighting with Langard and Cardinal 
on the floor like a couple of wild rats. His thin blow- 
pipe was poised at his mouth, and he was jumping about 
looking for an opportunity to loose off another of his 
deadly darts. It was a wild, mad, scrambling mélée, with 
Langard and Cardinal getting the worst of it, for both 
were fighting with one frantic eye on the grim little 
bamboo tube in the Chinaman’s mouth. 

But Klingmann’s harsh voice boomed in above the 
uproar. 

“Don’t kill! Don’t kill! Put ter pipe away, Harry. 
Take ’em alife!”’ 

Klingmann himself seized Cardinal’s fallen revolver 
and waved it threateningly at the two white men. 
“You pigs—you stop ter fight,” he shouted, “or I giff 
ter bullet in ter knee-caps that keeps you stop fighting 
all your lifes.” 

“Luff, Cap! Luff for the love of bilge-water. Porky’s 
got a gun under your knee!” yelled Cardinal. 

Langard rolled over and glared at the Dutchman. 

And that was exactly as far as they had got when the 
Totally Disinterested Stranger opened the door again. 
He re-entered, dragging behind him a new bentwood 
chair. 

“Hello, gents!” he said affably. “Take no notice of 
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me. Carry on kicking up a shindy. You’ve beat that 
pyramid crowd out o’ court. They’ve retreated to the 
bar—doing the house no end of good. Hello, Kling- 
mann, still wrastlin’ with those gents, are you? Well, I 
spose you will have your little bit of fun. When did 
the Chinks arrive?” 

Klingmann grinned rancorously at him. 

“Ter Chinks wass com’ when they wass wanted,” he 
declared. “Andt they didn’t go away without giving me 
ter help like you did, dodgast you!”’ 

The Boss looked down at the two helpless trouble- 
hunters with almost a hint of concern in his eyes. He 
stroked his chin reflectively. 

“You gents goin’ out through the window?” he asked. 

“They wass!” said Klingmann emphatically. 

The Boss pulled out a notebook, wrote in it for a few 
moments, totalled up his figures, and delivered his 
verdict. 

“Twenty-eight dollars and a haff, gents, including 
the busted chair,” he said. ‘““That’s the size of your bill 
—and very reasonable, too.” 

He took out Langard’s wallet, selected notes to that 
identical value, wrote out a receipt, put it in the wallet, 
and slipped it back into Langard’s pocket. “G’night, 
gents,” he murmured, as he passed out through the door. 

“Shiver my planks!” gasped Cardinal in blank dis- 
may. 

“A trifle neutral, isn’t he?” agreed Langard. 

“Tie ’em up,” said Klingmann to the three Chinese. 

He went over to the table and picked up the piece 
of weed. His great podgy fingers handled the little 
square of kelp with gentle care; he almost fondled it. 
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Langard could hear him clucking and muttering to him- 
self as he smoothed out its tiny wrinkles. 

Now and then he spoke rapidly in Chinese to Scarry 
Harry, superintending the trussing of the two gentle- — 
men of fortune who, according to their own undeniable 
pronouncements, preferred their trouble with the lid 
off. After a particularly excited passage from Kling- — 
mann, the pirate went over and studied the cipher with 
him. 

The Dutchman’s brows were heavily drawn, and there 
were deep lines of concentration down his forehead. 
He and the Chinaman spoke together in quick, abrupt 
undertones, the Chinaman scratching his head in per- 
plexity at the weird hieroglyphics on the weed. 

Klingmann was highly troubled. From his excited 
mutterings it seemed he had expected something much 
simpler in the way of directions to the treasure trove. 
The mystery of it pained and offended him. 

He turned the square this way and that, upside down 
and back again; held it up to the light and slowly spelled 
out the only words written in English. His voice grew 
plaintive with disillusion. 

Scarry Harry began talking volubly to him, mixing up — 
his talk with a lot of unpleasant gesticulations in the 
direction of Cardinal. He took the weed from the 
Dutchman’s hand and tapped certain sections of it with 
a thin forefinger to emphasise the points of his observa- 
tions. 

Klingmann smiled and nodded eagerly. Scarry Harry 
took the Dutchman’s gun, and they both went over to_ 
where Cardinal lay bound and inert on the floor. 

The planter addressed himself to the sailor. 


6? Said a word? What word? I never said a word. 
When?” returned Cardinal 

Jus before I wass com’ in. You two wass look at 
ter weed. Andt you wass said a word jus’ as you look 
‘at ter sight of me. What wass ter word, hein?” 

oo must have been sleeping on your left side, 


Cardinal swore a rich, generous oath that included 

ali Klingmann’s forebears and progeny in its wide- 
patacled humidity. He wriggled with pain and yelled 

his defiance at the Dutchman. 

_ Scarry Harry hit him again with the gun, exactly in 

the same place. 

‘Cardinal shut his teeth and his eyes suddenly went 
$ glittery as diamonds. The skin of his neck was 
purpling to a sunset hue. 
| “What wass ter word?’ persisted the Dutchman. 
“You go to hell!” roared Cardinal, straining about 
in his cords like an angry bull. Klingmann and the 
three Chinese were grouped around him like a court 
of Familiars of the Inquisition—sublimely indifferent, 
ut sublimely in earnest. 

Another crack on the shin made the sailor-man yell 
And then Langard saw what the idea was. Kling- 
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mann gave him his cue with a straight, direct glance 
full into his eyes. Scarry Harry raised the gun again. 
Cardinal was flexing himself for the blow and staring 
at his partner helplessly. 

“Shorthand!” Langard blurted the word at the Dutch- 
man with every ounce of venom that was in him. 

The Dutchman drew in an immense breath and 
smiled appreciatively at Scarry Harry. His greedy brain, 
loaded with avarice and charged with excitement, never 


even stopped to consider the oddity of an old sea captain — 


calling in the science of shorthand to assist him in secret- 
ing his treasure, two hundred years or so before that 
science was invented. He hurried across to the lamp by 
the window and inspected the weed afresh in the light 
of his fuller knowledge. 

He was standing a bare foot from the open window, 
the light from the lamp falling full and clear on the 
dark-brown square lying loosely in his cupped hands. 


He was shivering with excitement. It hung in the air. © 


It made the very atmosphere tight and expectant. The 
Kidd pearls were rated by various authorities at between 
four and five hundred thousand pounds. They arrived 
at their figures on the proportionate values of other 
booty looted by the old buccaneers. Captain Kidd had 
as artistic eye for a good pearl as he had for a pretty 
face or a stand-up fight. 

And at that moment Klingmann was picturing him- 
self as the sole owner of a sea-chest full of beautiful 
pearls, a sea-chest that held not merely beautiful pearls, 
but five hundred thousand much more beautiful pieces 
of gold, no matter into whose currency the gems were 
translated. With the weed secure in his hands and his 
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two high-handed enemies trussed upon the floor, with 
Scarry Harry and two of his villainous crew beside him, 
he counted himself as good as actually in possession of 
that romantic sea-chest. 

He gave his imagination full and beautiful play to 
the point of considering the smoothest method of 
eliminating Scarry Harry, once the pearls were in his 
hands. At that moment he felt wonderfully safe and 
happy. But at that moment something else, just out- 
side the window was conspiring to make him the most 
astonished man on earth. 

What followed seemed to happen on the oiled wheels 
of a beautifully turned ball-bearing. It was deft; it was 
done with the speed and accuracy of movement of a 
well-rehearsed incident in a screen drama. 

A thin, brown hand, long-fingered and daintily,nailed, 
parted the window curtains as silently as the shadow of 
a ghost. A pretty, dark-skinned, blue-eyed face appeared 
in the aperture for a second, gauged the distance to 
Klingmann’s hands to the fraction of an inch, and then, 
swift and sure as a chameleon’s tongue, the brown arm 
slipped out, lifted the square of kelp from the Dutch- 
man hands, and vanished. 

It was all done in a second. The whole movement, 
from first to last, was executed with the speed and silence 
of a flash of summer lightning. 

Klingmann stared at his miraculously empty hands in 
stupefaction. For several seconds he seemed incapable 
of movement. He presented the perfect picture of a 
man absolutely and utterly unable to believe the 
evidence of his own eyes. 

He didn’t believe it. He couldn’t believe it. The 
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thing was unbelievable. All he knew was that one 
moment he was looking at and studying what was prob- 
ably the most wonderful piece of sea-weed in the world, 
and that the next he was looking at two amazingly 
empty hands—hands that had emptied themselves with- 
out a flicker of sound or movement. He had a momen- 
tary horried belief that old Benas had got hold of him 
already, that the old ju-ju man had called up some 
dreadful jinn from the fetid fastnesses of the jungle, and 
had caused his hundred thousand pounds’ worth of kelp > 
to vanish into thin air. 

He gasped and looked weakly round on the floor. 

But Scarry Harry had not been taken off his guard. 
His jet eyes had switched across to the window the 
moment the curtains moved. With a muttered word to 
his two seamen, he leapt out through the window in> 
sullen pursuit. They followed him like shadows. One 
of them paused for a moment to yelp into Klingmann’s 
bewildered ear the single word—‘‘Lihea!” 

Klingmann did not quite grasp the full meaning of 
it. He was too upset, too dizzy. The only fact he could 
appreciate at the moment was that the kelp-weed had 
gone. Something had happened to it. It had been 
juggled away into nowhere by some wicked trick of | 
legerdemain with which the native girl, Lihea, was in 
some way equally wickedly connected. That, and the 
fact that the three Chinamen had gone rushing off into 
the night to see about it, were the full boundaries of his 
thoughts just then. 

But, as a matter of fact, the three Chinamen had done 
no such thing. They had certainly gone rushing off into 
the night. But there they had stopped. Amazingly and 
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undeniably stopped. Something was operating beyond 
the window that checked up their flight in mid-career; 
something about which they knew nothing, and for 
which they could never subsequently account. 

As the pirate leader went through the window he be- 
came the recipient of a crack on the head that knocked 
him speechless. Another followed with lightning 
rapidity, and the buccaneer fell where he stood, sense- 
less, in a gaudy couch of azalea blossoms. 

The blows came from the blade-end of a native 
paddle, solid impacts from heavy, water-logged wood 
that took him flat on the temples and gave him the fleet- 
ing conviction that half the earth had reared up and 
kicked him. ‘The paddle was mightily wielded by a half- 
naked young savage, who swung all the red fury of racial 
hatred into his blows. 

The second one, vaulting lightly through the window, 
received a tremendous whack from Benas the medicine- 
man, crouching like an incensed pole-cat, flat against the 
wall. The third, flying out a few seconds later, got one 
from each, two simultaneous smashes that sent him 
staggering among the flowers for a few steps, uncon- 
scious but still on his feet. Benas, muttering vitriolically 
to himself, gave him a poke with the paddle blade that 
crumpled him up at the knees, and he fell sprawling 
across his leader’s legs. 

Ten seconds saw the evolution complete. The three 
pirates seemed to leap sheer through the window into 
black unconsciousness. 

Prince Kalau crept to the window and cautiously 
surveyed the lay of the land inside. 

Old Benas, shrivelled and old before his time, danced 
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a silent song of thanks and acknowledgment to his putty 
gods, and went down on his hands and knees to do that 
which his gods could not do for him—no matter how 
cleverly he fashioned them, and no matter how power- 
ful their tabus. 

He uncoiled some lengths of native fishing-line from 
round his neck—fishing-line that had stood to the strain 
of the shark and the fighting sword-fish—and he set about 
the business of tying up the yellow men with a celerity 
and a thoroughness that franked his personal opinion 
of all Orientals. He double-tied every knot, too, not 
because his belief in the high efficiency of his gods was 
open to question, but because his faith in native fishing- 
tackle certainly was not. There was one devilishly in- 
genious twist of the thong round the neck—with a lead 
sinker pressing close under the Adam’s apple—that 
ensured automatic strangulation if the captive struggled 
or tried to break loose his bonds. 

Prince Kalau crept in through the window. The 
whole thing had happened at such breakneck speed and 
with such swift smoothness that the Dutchman was still 
wondering what on earth had happened to him. 

He soon knew. He took the sudden impact of Kalau’s 
hurtling body full in the pit of his stomach. There was 
an amazed yell and a momentary scuffle, and Kalau got 
a waisthold on the body of his late master. All the 
fostered fury of the years of bitter misery he had spent 
at the Dutchman’s hands went into the power of the 
grip he put on the bloated waist-line. Silent and 
terrible as a dumb god of vengeance he linked his hands 
and exerted his strength. Inch by inch and ounce by 
ounce he applied the-full power lying dormant in his 
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deep chest. Without a word, without a sound, with only 
his eyes burning fiercely into the Dutchman’s, he un- 
throttled the power of his muscles, till the muscles them- 
selves stood out round his fine torso like cuirasses of 
hard-moulded bone. 

Klingmann’s eyes bulged. His face swelled and went 
violently red. He clawed and scratched at the native, 
fighting desperately to break the terrific hold on his 
middle. But Kalau held him and held him until his 
head sagged forward into unconsciousness and _ his 
body relaxed in his grasp. Kalau let him drop with a 
crash. 

Cardinal and Langard had watched the scene in 
puzzled silence. ‘They were almost as amazed as the 
Dutchman himself when Kalau’s brown body came hutrt- 
ling in through the window. From where they were, 
they couldn’t see what had happened to the precious 
piece of weed. All they saw was the sudden remarkable 
departure of the three Chinese pirates and the equally 
remarkable arrival of Kalau. 

Hot on the heels of Kalau came his young bride-to-be. 
She crawled cautiously round the two straining an- 
tagonists and hurried to cut the cords that held them. 
She produced a long, keen-bladed fishing-knife from 
under her sarong and deftly snipped through the twisted 
ribbons. 

“Mighty glad to see you again, Miss,” acknowledged 
Cardinal, as she leant over him. ‘“That Dutcher is a bit 
~ too rough for my liking. Still, your gentlemen friend 
seems to have got him pretty well under hatches. Care- 
ful how you manhandle that shin, Princess—there’s an 
ole in it the size of a gun-butt.” 
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Lihea smiled and finished cutting him free. As she 
stood up, there came a bump on the floor by the window, 
and the inanimate figure of Scarry Harry flopped in. 
He was trussed like a fowl from neck to toe with gut 
fishing-lines drawn tight as violin-strings. 

‘Princess, what is happening?” asked Langard plain- 
tively, as the keen edge of the fishing-knife sheered 
through his cords. 

Lihea laughed again. “A little account with Loben,” 
she quoted. “Old Benas is outside. He doesn’t like 
Chinamen. Wait a moment and you'll see the others 
enter.” 

They did. One of them flopped at that moment, as 
helpless and as senseless as his captain. 

Langard climbed to his feet and rubbed gingerly at ~ 
the chafes left by the twisted ribbons. Cardinal stayed 
where he was, and with infinite solicitude massaged the 
tender dent in his shin where Scarry Harry’s revolver- 
butt had left notable traces. 

While he was still muttering dire things under his 
breath, there came a third thump by the window, and 
the last of the Chinamen arrived. 

Benas followed him in and closed the great French 
windows behind him. 

‘To goods delivered,” mused Langard. “I hope your 
patients appreciate your particular brand of medicine 
when they come to, doctor.” 

“Whassay?” said Benas, his face wrinkling into a 
cracked-up grin in which every grain of humour was 
as alien as heat to the Poles. 

“Oh, nothing. Just wondering whether my bedroom 
will be a desirable place to sleep in to-night if that little 
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* tell them your story there, 
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bunch gets its wings again. What do you propose doing 
with them, Benas?”’ 

The medicine-man was silent for a minute while 
he analysed Langard’s question into béche-de-mer. Then 
he nodded his head vigorously, and said: 

“Me take ’em up along beach.” 

“Where to?” 

“Joss-house belong me.” 

“Chinkee heads hanging in curing smoke nex’ day, 
ehe”’ 

Benas nearly nodded his head off. 

“One, two, three,’ he said delightedly. ‘“Chinkee 
heads plenty good for make ju-ju.” 

Langard looked across at Lihea. “Hadn’t better let 
the old devil do that, Princess,” he said quietly. “The 
Residency here would start up a miniature French 
Revolution if they heard about it. Klingmann pulls too 
many strings not to have some sort of say in local 
government matters. Ill lodge a statement against 
Scarry Harry that will last him for about fifteen years.” 

Lihea nodded. “You must go to the Residency and 
” she said. “But so long as 
Klingmann lives, I doubt if you will get them to convict. 
Klingmann is very powerful on Espiritu Santo.” 

“M’m. So it seems. Meanwhile, we will just go 
through him and retrieve our precious bit of sea- 
weed.” 

Lihea laughed. 

“Oh, you did not see,” she said. “Klingmann has 
not got it. That was what all the trouble was about. 
I took it from him, there by the window. He did not 
see what had happened. He was very comical. Prince 
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Kalau and Benas were waiting for them on the other side 
of the window. Only one thing went wrong—we 
expected Klingmann to rush out, too. Here is the 
weed.” 

She held it out to him. Langard took it in silence. 
He felt he had nothing to say; he felt that the native 
girl had made him feel particularly thin. Not only had 
she given him the weed in the first place, she seemed 
to have so little confidence in his ability to take suitable 
care of it that she had furnished it with a protective 
bodyguard. 

He pursed his lips. 

“How long is this sort of thing going to continue, — 
Princess?” he asked. 

“What sort of thing, sir?” 

“This army of male nurses you seem to be supply- 
ing. 

“Kalau owes you a debt that will take long to pay. You 
saved his honour. Until that debt is paid all the peoples 
of Kauai are your friends.” 

‘““That’s very comforting, Princess.” 

“You deride them. One day you may need them all— 
as you needed us to-day.” 

“I hope not. I prefer to hunt trouble with my own 
hands. And trouble ever comes to he who waits.” 

“The subject is embarrassing?” 

“Yes, it is rather.” (“There she goes again, 9g 
wailed to himself. “Taken complete charge of me and 
the conversation, as though we were hers by right.”’) 

“Then we will change it. Have you solved any of 
the mysteries in that cipher yet?” 

“Ah! there is where I retrieve a spark of my self- 
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respect, Princess. As a matter of fact, I rather fancy 
we have hit the main clue to all these queer little groups 
of hieroglyphics. If we have, then it is only a matter 
of time before Captain Kidd’s pearls are brought to light 
—always providing, of course, that they are still under a 
bushel. Some ancient old marauder may have stumbled 
upon them by accident years before Nelson lost an arm 
or won a war. It was Cardinal’s idea. A landsman might 
have messed about with it for years and never got on 
the track of it, but Cardinal, being a hundred per cent 
sailor, naturally got a sailor’s eye to bear on it. 

“He had just rattled the word into my ear when old 
Klingmann butted in; and we never got another chance 
to prove his theory. He thinks it’s semaphore—old 
English semaphore. That was the word that Klingmann 
only partly heard. Scarry Harry hit him on the shin 
to make him say it again. Klingmann got a notion after- 
wards that the word was ‘shorthand,’ and he went across: 
to the lamp to have another look at it when your little 
crowd came along. I don’t know whether Klingmann 
knows anything about shorthand—I don’t suppose for 
a moment he does—but I guess he wouldn’t be long 
deciphering semaphore signals. Hey! Cardinal! Come 
over here, old scout, and see what you make of 
it now.” 

Benas hobbled over and snatched the weed from 
Langard’s fingers. His eyes were shining like nuggets 
of black fire in his withered old face, and his whole 
frame was tense with the decrepit emotion of age. 

“Look—see!”’ he chattered quickly, a whole fan of 
wrinkles shooting into his skinny forehead. “I make 
show you.” He tapped the cipher with a bony fore- 
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finger and nodded his head at a great pace. “This feller, 
he Island belong sea. All same big feller Island. He 
lost. No can find him. Pearls belong sea-chest on that 
big feller Island. You plenty lose him. Plenty no find. 
_ Big feller Island, he nearly fall over. Yes! Nearly. Alla 
time he like belong fall over. But he no fall. No. 
Nearly—yes. Belong like he fall in sea; big feller Island. 
My word, mahrster! You find him, you find box belong 
Pearls. You find ’em. Yes. This big feller Island—he 
lost. Yes. Jimpanee Jim, he find him, all right. Yes! 
My word! Jimpanee Jim mighty fine feller. He find big 
feller Island belong sea. My word, yes. Long way. All 
same long way Island, long way Jimpanee Jim. You 
find Jimpanee Jim, you find island belong sea! My 
word, mahrster—yes.” 

“A lost island, is it?’ said Langard patiently. “A lost 
island that is nearly falling into the water. Sounds 
rather unique. And who may Jimpanee Jim be?” 

“T’ve heard of that old party, Cap,” Cardinal cut in. 
He had been regarding Benas with a look of half- 
amused tolerance until Jimpanee’s name cropped up. 
“He’s an old pilot, a little brown lump of skin and 
bone from Mindanao; last ran across him somewhere 
down in the Ellice Group. He was trading safety for | 
whisky. Wicked old rum guzzler. Can’t steer a ship 
unless his back teeth are awash. Always tight—blind. 
The only time he’s really sober is when he’s tanked up 
to the hair. Best pilot in the Islands—when he’s drunk. 
Not worth a cent when he’s sober—don’t know the 
binnacle from the bilge pump. Knows every rock and 
reef and lump of dirt in the Pacific. Never looks at a 
chart; don’t know how to. Couldn’t see it if he did. 
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He’s wreck-proof, gin-proof, and shark-proof. He’s 
everything a pilot ought to be, but ain’t. He’s every- 
thing a pilot shouldn’t be, but is. That’s Jimpanee 
Jim. A white nigger, gone black again. But, burn my 
blood! how in thunder did this old hoodlum here come 
_ to get his name?” 

“T haven’t the faintest idea, Cardinal, not the flimsiest 
interest. To me the most heartening aspect of the matter 
is that Jimpanee Jim is a pilot. There is a distinct con- 
nection of possibilities, is there not? Benas says this lean- 
ing gadget here is a lost island, an unknown island a 
long way off the run of the steamer tracks. He says that 
Jimpanee Jim can find it; is, apparently, the only person 
who could find it.” 

“So he is, Cap; so he is. If it’s only so high above water 
you’ve got to sound for it with a Kelvin dipsey lead, Pll 
bet my last whisker old Jimpanee would know its 
address. Yap. And soundings!” 

“Splendid. We progress. We must, I take it, regard 
Doctor Benas as the highest authority on this cipher 
business. Apart from actually solving the riddle, he 
knows more about it and its history than even Captain 
Kidd’s descendants, if any. He and his forebears, again 
_ if any, have been wardens of this treasure for as long as 

it’s been hidden. He specifically mentions a Mr. Jim- 
panee Jim, pilot, of no fixed abode or company. I think 
it is highly on the cards that we take the earliest oppor- 
tunity of getting into close personal contact with the 
aforesaid gentleman. 

“Aye, aye, Cap,” said Cardinal, taking the weed from 
the old witch-doctor. ‘““The job is—how?” 

Benas expanded into a broad, mirthless grin. 
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“You no look for Jimpanee Jim,” he babbled. “You 
no look for him; no good. Plenty no good. Jimpanee 
Jim, he come along Island nex’ day. My word, mahrster, 
you see!” i 

Cardinal looked at the medicine-man sourly. 

“Jimpanee Jim coming here?” he said incredulously. 
“Blister my eyes—how the pink blazes do you know? 
Cap,” he complained, “he’s off his rocker. He’s daft. 
Th’ ain’t a boat due for a week—and he says Jimp is 
landing here to-morrow.” 

“Well, sufficient unto the day is the hell of it. How 
does that piece of weed strike you now, semaphorically 
speaking?” 

Cardinal had pinned out the weed afresh and was 
poring over it with puckering brows. 7 

“Be split if I know!” he growled. “It’s something 
to do with the semaphore code all right, but that’s about 
all. It makes letters, but it don’t make words. Nor it 
don’t make sense.” 

“Well, if it makes letters, it makes something to 
start on. How does it read? How do you figure it 
oute” 

Cardinal took a sheet of notepaper and a pencil. 

“You see all these little groups of lines, Cap; they’re 
all cut in perpendicular series, ain’t they? In that top 
half of the weed there’s five separate perpendicular 
groups. Now take that first one and draw a line through 
it down the middle.” 

He traced out on the paper the first of the groups 
greatly enlarged, and then drew his pencil down through 
the centre something like this: 
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‘“There’s seven semaphore letters there, Cap. Start- 
ing from the masthead, they rad CM RCKCR. 
And all the other groups make letters, too. Every damn 
one of them. And they make about as much real sense 
as this blob-eyed little jigger does. And no more.” 

Cardinal’s voice snapped off suddenly. An interrup- 
tion had arrived that pitchforked him into silence. 

“Mr. Langard!”’ Lihea’s voice cut in on them abruptly 
as they pored over the table. “Look! Klingmann!” she 
cried. “Quick!” 

Langard wheeled, and stiffened. He saw Klingmann 
clambering cautiously to his feet, his eyes malignantly 
upon the little sailor and a massive gumwood war-club 
in one great hand. 

“Y’ know,” said Cardinal wearily, “that varmint is 
gettin’ to be a bit of a nuisance. What’ll I do with him, 
Cap?” 

“T think it would be all for the best, Cardinal, if you 
joined his hands nicely behind his back and took him 
for a quiet little walk somewhere—say, down towards 
the Residency.” 

Without the slightest sign of perturbation, Langard 
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stood and, with exquisite deliberation, eyed the Dutch- 
man. And the Dutchman found himself embarking, 
absolutely against his will, on one of those horrible 
“staring-out’ matches that invariably result in the 
defeat of the culpable. 

The Dutchman wilted. His choleric impulses to 
violence were beginning to fall from the high grace of 
righteous indignation to something much lower down 
the scale of emotions. His violent incentives were being 
tamed—harnessed to a running mate of caution. He 
wanted revenge, wanted it badly, and he was savagely 
determined to get it. 

But he was also beginning to arrive at a saner assess- 
ment of his own powers. He was discovering that his 
despotic sovereignty over life and death and all things- 
in between held valid only so long as there was no one 


else in the vicinity possessed of sufficient strength and _ 


energy to challenge him. Hitherto Espiritu Santo had 
meekly submitted to his law and order. His overlord- 
ship was undisputed. He had established forces with 
which it was foolish, not to say suicidal, to join issue. 
But he was reluctantly coming to the conclusion that 
in Langard and Cardinal he had run foul of a couple 
of intolerably tough nuts. They had discovered for him 
a flaw in the Universe. Langard and Cardinal had 
butted into his beautifully concocted paradise like a 
couple of nasty reminders. They actually dared to re- 
mind him of the existence of an outside world wherein 
fundamental standards of right and wrong are not vested 
in the individual. Amazedly and half unbelievingly, he 
was awaking to the fact that there might even be a few 
people in the world rude enough and inconsiderate 
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enough to object to becoming corpses at his mere behest. 
His mental process had sustained a series of jolts in its 
solar plexus, from which it was struggling to recover. 
And his first private admission sprang from the 
natural instinct of self-preservation. He was in process 
of admitting that jack-boot discipline, splendid and 
faithful servant though it had been in the past, was 
utterly lost on the two graceless mutineers who chal- 
-lenged him. They not only failed to quail before its 
bull-snouted dreadfulness—they actually met it half 
way with jack-boots of their own; jack-boots which, 
moreover, hurt like the very devil. He had made the 
noble discovery that, the moment he invoked the assist- 
ance of the great god Force against these two exasperat- 
ing interlopers, he himself immediately became associ- 
“ated with a lot of pain. It was most disconcerting, almost 
indecent. For of all things in this world positively objec- 
tionable to Klingmann, physical pain was the chiefest 
and greatest. 
So he wilted. There was nothing else to do. His 
own command of the great god Force was not so dis- 
astrously real as that of Langard and Cardinal; neither 
was it so depressingly continuous. Crazy-eyed crush- 
weight tactics had been discounted. Subtler methods 
_were called for. | 
Klingmann wavered and turned away. He sunk his 
head on his chest, and his bulking lines seemed to 
shrink. He slunk away like a scolded dog and dropped 
the great war-club back against the wall, where it formed 
part of a scheme of decoration of native throwing spears, 
/paddle- -blades, and fish-knives. 
“There’s a good boy,” said Langard approvingly. 
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“Now just put your hands behind you and Cardinal 
will tie you up and walk you down to the calaboose. 
And if you feel like getting fractious or annoyed or any- 
thing like that, just whisper in Cardinal’s ear, and he 
will arrange about knocking your block off.” 

The steamer captain tied him up with a length of the 
medicine-man’s sharkline, soothing him the while in a 
gentle undertone. 

“There, there,’ he murmured, “it won't last long, 
Dutcher. Not more than about fifteen years, anyhow. 
They'll treat you very nicely where you’re bound. ‘They 
might even give you a beautiful ride in a dinky little 
schooner all the way to Numea. And you'll be carefully 
looked after by a lot of very solicitous gents with real 
automatics on their starboard hips. And they'll take all 
those nasty lumps of flesh off you as easy as unloadin’ 
ballast, which is what it is. The way they will do it is 
ever so simple. It won’t hurt a hit. There’s a little 
mountain behind Numea. Last year it was on the west 
side. ‘This year it’s over in the north. Next year it'll 
be down in the south, and you'll be one of the stiffs who 
will have helped shove it down there. That’s the only 
real job o’ work they do on that island—shove that 
mountain about. C’m on, y’ fat swab.” 

He put his arm gently under Klingmann’s and 
ushered him down to the French Residency. 


CHAPTER III 


‘THERE was a very peppery French gentleman in charge 
of magisterial affairs down at the Residency. He listened 
to Cardinal’s charge with a magnificent repose. He also 
refrained from saying a single word either for or against 
Cardinal’s self-elected police status. But that was not so 
much because he administered justice according to the 
highest traditions of legal procedure, but because he 
couldn’t speak a word of English. Having heard 
Cardinal through to the bitter end, and failed to under- 
stand a single word of it, he turned and chatted affably 
with Klingmann for a few minutes in French. After 
which he poured out the Dutchman a double whisky- 
and-soda, bowed profoundly, and escorted him into an 
_ inner Office. 

The upshot of that affair was recounted an hour later, 
when an exceedingly wrathful and dishevelled Cardinal 
got back to the Widow’s Cruse. He was spilling over 
with burning indignation. He shot into Langard’s room 
in such a violent state of mental turmoil that even old 
Benas backed away towards the window in agitated 
affright. 

Langard looked round from the piece of kelp. 

“What’s the matter?” he asked. 

“Matter!” exploded the sailor. ‘“Matter! Devil my 
kidneys, Cap, what ain’t the matter! I’ve been done! 
I’ve been noticed! I’ve been assisted up the garden. 
I’ve been taken out in front of the class and spanked. 
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The Dutcher has done it on me! I’ve been marooned! 
I’ve had the mike kicked clean out of me! I—I—hell!” 

“You dealt somebody two aces and he played you back 
three?” inquired Langard. 

“Three! Ster-rooth! He played me back the whole 
blame pack. And they was all aces! Every darn hoodlin’ 
one of them!” 

“But—but what——” 

“Listen. This is what. I took that bladder of lard 
down to the lock-up and logged him to the French Resi- 
dent. I laid a charge against him skilful enough and 
forceful enough to have hoisted him up to the yard-arm 
without even usin’ a rope or callin’ witnesses. He ought 
to have floated up there voluntary. Instead of which 
he passed me the buck! Yeh! The earth slipped side- 
ways. It did. It skidded! And then it stopped dead 
and wobbled a bit; after which it began spinning back 
the wrong way. Swelp me! How was I to know old 
Froggie couldn’t speak a word of English? Eh? How 
was I to know he didn’t understand what I was blether- 
ing about? Eh? I ask you!” 

“Why, did he——” 

“Yes, he didn’t do no such thing. He thought I was 
makin’ excuses; thought I was pulling out a line for my 
own defence. What he did was to stand drinks to the 
Dutcher, chinwag to him for ten minutes in a private 
office, and then come out and arrest me!” 

“Eh?” 

“Sa fact! Old Dutcher turned the trick in that private 
office. He made out to the Resident that I was the 
prisoner; and he trotted out enough evidence against 
me to have got me skull-dragged. Phew! Before I knew 
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who was who, half a dozen nut-and-butter-coloured sons 
of sin had collared me and slung me in the calaboose. 
There I was, battened down and under hatches—hold- 
ing the baby! And when I squinted through the window 
I could see that fat lump of a Dutchman strollin’ off 
arm-in-arm with the Resident, as calm as a night in the 
doldrums.” 

“You don’t seem over pleased about it, Cardinal?” 

“Blah! I want to eat him raw! He skinned me!’ 

It was nearly ten minutes before Cardinal cooled 
down sufficiently to get some of the indignatiorf out of 
his soul. And when he did tell his story at a fuller and 
more lucid length, Langard realised that the Dutch- 
man’s power on the island extended as far as the French 
Residency. 

“Well, how did you get out?” he asked. 

“Them calabooses ain’t exactly bank vaults,” said 
Cardinal disgustedly. “Palm-trunks strung together with 
old sail-ropes. I unspliced a couple of hemplines as 
rotten as untarred oakum and pushed a wall over. Then 
I went streakin’ off after the Dutcher, but up at his 
house I ran foul of a flock of rifle bullets, so persistent 
and quick, you’d have thought half the Chinky 
Republican Army was billeted in his bedroom.” 

“H’m! Looks as though we shall hear from that 
gentleman again before the night’s out.” 

_“The sea being wet, I shouldn’t be at all surprised, 
Cap.” 

Langard posted Benas by the window and rang for 
the proprietor. 

That monument of neutral insularity entered. 

“Hello, gents,” he said affably. “Your friends all 
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gone?” Then he caught sight of Scarry Harry and his 
two Chinese cut-throats bound hand and foot behind 
the table. ‘Oh, still here, are they?” he observed. “Of 
course, what’s the matter with them is an over-smoke 
of opium, ain’t it?” 

“Yes,” said Langard pointedly, and the proprietor 
nodded. 

‘Anything else for me to-day?” he asked. 

“Only this,” said Langard. “If the French Resident 
or Klingmann or any other representative of a foreign 
empire comes into this hotel by any other entrance 
except this window here, I'd like to be told about it— 
and privately.” 

“Sure!” said the proprietor. “If I don’t forget,” he 
added, as he sauntered through the door. 

Cardinal grinned. “Cool, ain’t he?” 

“Polar,” agreed Langard, and cursed the proprietor 
gently. 

Langard had reached for the weed again, and was 
smoothing it out on the table. 

Cardinal gave a quick squint down at the prone 
figures of the Chinese. With a muttered word to 
Langard, he stooped and swaddled their ears with 
great bulging coils of mosquito-netting ripped from the 
windows. Then between them they deciphered the rest 
of the characters on the bit of weed. 

They made them out into four groups, three on the 
upper section of the cipher, separated by two very dis- 
tinct dots, and one in the lower half. There was no dot 
in the lower section, but a note of interrogation at the 
end suggested that the whole group asked a question of 
the treasure-seeker. 


og tonal 


el) eee 
 * 
ys 
x 


4 : OM } 
PEARLS OF DESIRE | 
Langard wrote them down on paper as each letter was 
. deciphered. 


#irst group: CM RCKCR. 

Second group: DNGLMX CZT DNXB. 
Third group: ECKGE CZT ZERGM. 
Fourth group: CBX L BW LRGCJ CZT 
CQ VCCM? 


“Very rum, very rum indeed,” commented Cardinal. 

They studied it for a few minutes, and Langard 
pointed out the only notable repetition of characters. 

“The combination C Z T occurs three times,” he said. 
“T wonder if there is a clue in that?” 

And then Cardinal began to laugh. It started with a 
weak, rather self-ashamed giggle, progressed to a note of 
broader merriment, and ended up in a real deep-sea 
guffaw that shook his spare frame from chest to 
knees. 

“Well, if that don’t beat the band!’’ he spluttered. 
“Toasted on a catch like that! Why! Darn my hide, 
that ain’t a catch at all. It’s as plain and noticeable as 
the smell of copra drying on the beach. Take that 
pencil and paper, Cap—write these letters down while 
I call ’em out.” 

Cardinal studied the weed for a moment, and began 
to call out the letters. 

“E—S—R—E—V—E-R. Got that?” 

Langard wrote them down and nodded. 

“That’s the first group,” said Cardinal. ‘“Esrever 
isn’t a word at all unless you spell it backwards. Then 
you get the word ‘reverse.’ See? You've got to reverse 
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both the letters on the semaphore code and the actual 
spelling of ’em. The word ‘reverse’ itself is the clue. 
Easy, ain’t it?” 

“Yes, but——” 

“You carry on writing, Cap. I'll explain in a minute. 
A signalman would have spotted it hours ago. Ready? 
This is the second group. D-~N—A—L—S—I E-—H—T 
D—N-—I_-F.” 

“That reads back ‘FIND THE IsLAND,’” said Langard. 
“Those two first words are intended to be read 
separately, I should think. Yes, go on!” 

“Third group. S-E—V—A—C E—-H—T H—C—R— 
A—S. What does that make?” 

“Sarch the caves. Sarch? I suppose that’s a spelling 
error for ‘search.’ Perhaps old Captain Kidd was a trifle 
shaky on the dictionary. Or perhaps that’s how the word 
was spelled or pronounced in those days. Or perhaps 
any one of a hundred things. Anyway, that’s how it 
reads; and we won't quarrel with the old pirate over a 
little Japse like that. If he has been clever enough to 
plant his pearls somewhere where we can find them, he 
will go down to posterity in my estimation as one of the 
most perfectly educated gentlemen of his period. It’s an 
odd thing, Cardinal, but that queer little blunder some- 
how seems to convince me that this little chart here 
really is genuine. I’ve heard and read about all sorts of 
ciphers and things like this, but never a one yet that 
wasn’t perfect in its grammar, spelling, and general 
composition. Apparently the old-time piratical brood 
were also immaculate scholars. In making that little 
blunder, old Captain Kidd almost becomes human. 
How does that last group read?” 
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Cardinal called out the letters of the fourth com- 
bination: 

~E—F—I-L F-—O L—R—A-E-—P E—H-—T. E-Y 
K—E—E—S?” 

“Which reads: ‘SEEK YE THE PEARL OF LiFE,’”’ said 
Langard. “Well, now, that doesn’t seem to help us very 
much, does it? REVERSE. FIND THE ISLAND. SEARCH THE 
Caves. SEEK YE THE PEARL oF Lire? Hardly takes us a 
yard further than we already are. Where’s that bit of 
weed? Let’s have a look at it and see how we stand 
now.” 

Langard picked up the weed and frowned over it. 

“It seems to me,” he said, “that we have first got to 
locate some place or other that resembles this first 
picture—two stones placed one on the top of the other. 
Then comes the word ‘reverse.’ ‘That may be a clue to 
the treasure itself, or may merely be a hint as to the 
deciphering of the rest of the hieroglyphics. But it’s a 
quaint notion, that play on the word ‘reverse.’ Now, 
the line from that compass in the corner cuts clean 
through the word ‘dead.’ It halves it. The line itself 
also cuts clean through the quarter between the north 
and west. It halves that too. So it may be that the true 
compass-bearing of our treasure island lies exactly half- 
way between north and west, which is north-west dead. 
Get that?” 

“Yeh, Cap; but north-west from where? Here?” 

“Gosh, no. There’s the rub. Probably the course lies 
dead north-west from that first picture—the line, you'll 
notice, is continued either to it or from it. The figures 
in the little circle are probably the number of miles 
between the first and second objectives. Thus the caves 
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containing the pearls would lie 538 miles dead north- 

west of that first little picture. It’s reasonable to sup- 

pose that Kidd wouldn’t put all his bearings on that 

bit of; weed. He’d keep something in his own head.’ 
Some pretty vital clue, I should think, such as the exact 

location of that first scene. There may, of course, be 

some other definite instruction buried somewhere near 

these two stones.” 

“H’m! He must have been a rummy old card, that 
Captain Kidd.” 

“According to history he was all that—and then some. 
By the way, how did you get a line on the correct read- 
ing of those hieroglyphics?” 

Cardinal grinned sheepishly. 

“T could have kicked myself,” he said. “It’s always 
the simplest notions that hit you on the blindest side. 
Ever watched a signalman sending semaphore messages?” 

“Why, yes.” 

“If he is sending a message to you, he faces you, don’t 
he?” 

“Sure.” 

“Well; now, supposing you went and stood behind 
him while he sent that message to someone else, it 
would all read left-about-face to you, wouldn’t it? It 
would be sort of cack-handed.”’ 

“Oh, I get the idea, certainly.” 

“You see, all these letters are all made left-handed; 
he’s reversed ’em.” 

‘Pretty neat, too—a trick that would only have been 
noticed by a sailor—in Captain Kidd’s day, anyhow. 
Maybe that was the old swashbuckler’s intention—to 
make sure, in the event of his being unable to recover 
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the treasure himself, that it should only be found by 
somebody of his own calling.” 

“There’s one thing strikes me about that cipher, Cap. 
He specially mentions the Pearl of Life. Looks as 
though there’s truth in even that bit of the legend, don’t 
it? I’ve often heard tell of that particular pearl. Some 
Say it’s a miracle—a great port-light, waterlogged with 
cold fire, as red as blood. A blood-red pearl, that’s how 
the story goes. I’ve seen a few pearls in my time, Cap, 
but never a red one yet. I'll be almighty interested to 
get a squint at that one.” 

“Well, there’s a lot of different stories told about the 
Pearl of Life. I’ve heard half a dozen, knocking about 
the Islands. One version is that it is as big as a bantam’s 
egg; which is impossible—oysters don’t live long enough 
to secrete that much nacre. But probably all the stories 
are garbled out of all recognition.” 

They talked and discussed and planned until far into 
the night, debating the matter point by point and dis- 
cussing each possibility at great length. Then, with a 
stretch and a gape, Langard cocked an eye at the clock 
and said: “Better swing it for to-night, Cardinal. May- 
be we shall get some fresh ideas on it by-and-by. I’m 
going to turn in.” : 

“Well, what shall we do with this ornery lumber?” 
said Cardinal, cocking a baleful eye at the three trussed 
Chinamen under the table. ‘Let me puncture each of 
"em with one of their blow-darts. ‘They’ll scarcely feel © 
_ it, Cap—just a tidy little prick and they'll be tyin’ knots 
in their own muscles inside five minutes. Scum like 
that oughtn’t to be non-corpses any longer than we can 
help.” 
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-Langard grinned at him. “Bloodthirsty old devil,” 
he said. “Better leave them here till the morning. Pity 
you didn’t know enough French to put a jolt into the 
Resident. In the morning I'll go down and interview 


his Excellency; and I think, with a little persuasion, — 


Scarry Harry will be in irons awaiting his trial for piracy 
on the high seas.” 

They slept soundly, but in blissful ignorance of the 
fact that Benas and half a dozen Islanders prowled all 
night round the hotel gardens. That was why they were 
not disturbed, for a couple of Chinamen, also unaware 
of that fact, failed to return to the house in the circling 
gum-trees when the dawn broke over Espiritu Santo. 


CHAPTER IV 


JUDGED purely on commercial standards, the harbour at 
Santo Ped is not what one might call ambitious. It is 
chiefly a sea wall, built by the simple expedient of drop- 
ping a lot of blocks of granite on the foundations of a 
broken finger of coral rock running out from the shore 
to windward of the anchorage. Native labour being 
cheap, plentiful, and liable to the whip, a jetty was 
subsequently constructed to which small boats could tie 
up and load. Ships of over a thousand tons cannot make 
the jetty. They lay out in deep water and take in cargo 
by tender from the shore. 

There is a harbour-master who functions when he is 
sober and at other times runs gambling-wheels for the 
Kanakas in the ginneries along the main street. There 
is also a line of store sheds which fell over during the 
last typhoon and were never subsequently resurrected. 
In a sentence, the harbour of Santo Ped is about as un- 

reliable as Santo Ped itself. 

But to that harbour the following morning there came 
one of the neatest and trimmest schooners Cardinal had 
ever seen in his life. She was a sailor-man’s picture, deep 
in the hull and wide on the yards, with a full spread of 
canvas on three sky-raking masts hauling her along on 
the landward breeze, proud as a beautiful white swan 
and almost preening herself with regal vanity as she 
rode in over the lunging swells. 

Langard and Cardinal stood by the harbour-master’s 
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office and watched her come. The harbour-master, not 
expecting a ship for another week at least, was in no 
state to receive her, he, for the last six hours, having 
been engaged on an experiment with the absorbent 
qualities of his own constitution. 

The schooner struck a wide white arc of silver foam 
on the bubbling blue champagne of the bay as she 
tacked over and headed in. Through the booming, 
bursting surf on the outer reef she came, sliding in 
through the cleavages 1 in the coral walls, rocking gently 
in the swinging combers that carried her through. 
Then, with the full press of wind behind her, she 
straightened up in the water and headed in to the 
anchorage, the Kanakas swarming over her yards and 
taking in sail as she came, a tiny cascade of sparkling 
water tumbling over and over at her forefoot. 

“Pretty, pretty!” breathed Cardinal, honestly respond- 
ing to the sight of a beautiful ship finely handled. 

“She—never h’isted a pilot jack!” wailed a mournfully 
bibulous voice in his ear, a voice that was syncopated 
with shattering hiccups. ‘“She’s—the—Zimbalene, and 
she never h’isted a pilot jack!” 

‘Tricky waters, too,” agreed Cardinal. 

“Swindled the rev’nue of—twenn’-five dollars, she 
has,” persisted the plaintive voice. ““I'wenn’-five dollars 
pilot dues. Never done it before in all her—life.”’ 

‘“Who’s her skipper?” 

“Nicholson. Never came in without—wanting a pilot 
before.” The harbour-master almost wept in maudlin 
distress at the idea of a schooner captain being so 
_ mercenary as to come in without Sah! a the local 
pilot service. 
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Langard focused a telescope on the Zimbalene, and 
saw her let go her anchors with a prodigious splash and 
a roar of chain cable running out. 

Then a little brown figure, weazened and stunted and 
almost deformed, staggered down the bridge ladder, 
rolled across to the side rails, stared down into the water 
to make sure that the anchors had bedded properly, and 
then flopped himself headlong over the side. 

“That feller must be daft,” gasped Langard. “The 
bay is crawling with sharks.” 

“Not daft, Cap. Just drunk. That’s Jimpanee Jim. 
Crack my knuckles! Old Benas said he would land here 
this morning. Jimp always goes ashore like that. The 
sharks never touch him. He’s shark-proof. He plays 
with ‘em sometimes when he’s extra drunk, which is 
generally. The Boss of the hotel here says Jim’s only 
been sober twice in his life, and both times he had a bad 
accident. Broke his ankle the first time and ran his ship 
ashore the second. So he stays drunk now. Says it’s safer. 
And besides, he’s a lot soberer when he’s really drunk.” 

The little figure crawled slowly ashore up the coral 
sand, and leaned tipsily against an overturned boat on 
the beach. He wore faded cotton dungarees, very flimsy 
and bedraggled and frayed to tatters where they flapped 
round his skinny calves. His vest was a brilliantly red 
’ and white striped football guernsey, which came almost 
down to his knees. His jacket had been torn in a score 
of places and patched in a score of colours. He wore a 
great row of somebody else’s war medals gorgeously 
across his breast. A great grass sun-hat, also frayed and 
battered, sat sprawling on his head and neck. 

The remainder of his kit and equipment consisted of 
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a tomato-tin full of wet sand slung round his neck on a 
length of rope. At the bottom of the sand was a notable 
collection of current coins of all sorts of realms—French, 
English, Dutch, German, American, Chinese. Thus, 
with his own travelling bureau de change firmly attached 
to his person, Jimpanee Jim was constantly assured of a 
round of drinks wherever he landed, no matter whose 
flag floated over no matter whose Island. 

For five minutes he stood by the overturned boat, 
while the water trickled out of his clothes. 

“Leave him to me,” said Cardinal, with decision. 

Langard left him to Cardinal. But it seemed that not 
even all the wiles and persuasions of Cardinal could con- 
vince Jimpanee Jim that business was anything more 
than an absurd interruption to the far more urgent 
necessity of assuaging a perfect thirst. That was the most 
important business on earth so far as Jimpanee Jim was 
concerned. It was his trade, profession, recreation, and 
hobby. It took him all that day and half the night tem- 
porarily to subdue it. At one o’clock in the morning 
Cardinal came back to the Widow’s Cruse dragging 
Jimpanee Jim along behind him by the right ankle— 
Jimpanee Jim with a full head and an empty tomato- 
tin. 

Cardinal put him in his own bed, tied him to it, and 
waited for the dawn. He had drawn a much enlarged 
version of the first mysterious cipher picture on a large 
sheet of paper. When the little pilot had got over the 
worst of his magnificent quench, Cardinal sat on the 
edge of his bed and showed him the paper. 

“Ever seen place belong like that?” he demanded. 

Jimpanee Jim brushed the paper and the query aside 
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as matters of such absurd puerility that they did not even 
warrant notice or answer. 

“Gin,” he said hopefully. ““Givvum gin.” 

“In a minute,” said Cardinal. ‘Plenty gin in a 
minute. First you sabby question. Ever seen place be- 
long like that?” He poked the drawing under Jimpanee 
Jim’s nose and waggled a bottle of whisky at him. 

Jimpanee Jim glanced disinterestedly at the drawing, 
and said: “Yeaaa! Him place belong Nukahiva all same 
along Marquesas side. I sabby him. Givvum gin!” 

“It’s on Nukahiva, is it? In the Marquesas Group, 
eh? You sure?” 

“Yeaaa! Givvum gin! damn your eyes, please.” 

“Could you take a boat belong me to that place be- 
long Marquesas?” 

“Yeaaa! Go to hell. I sabby all right. Gin, please.” 
He made a wild grab at the bottle, and Cardinal let him 
have it. It had been thoroughly diluted, but Jimpanee 
Jim never noticed it. He drank the lot, and subsided 


once more into beautiful nightmare. 


That night Langard had a long and earnest talk with 
Nicholson, owner and captain of the petrol auxiliary 


_ schooner Zimbalene, general cargo freighter and mail- 
_ carrier through the Islands north of New Caledonia and 
south of Santa Cruz. As a result of which Nicholson 


consented to be extremely well paid to take a holiday 
for six months and to loan his schooner to Langard for 
that period—longer, if necessary, at twice the sum 
agreed. 

Langard, lying whitely and nicely, required the 


- schooner for a pure and simple pleasure trip. 


“Mind you,” said Nicholson, “I'll come with you on 
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the trip, if you like. Not that I want to, but" 

Buried treasure was a fox that was constantly being 
started in the Islands. Ninety-nine per cent of them 
petered out in disillusioned bankruptcy, but they were 
good fun while they lasted, and Nicholson could smell a 
fox a mile away up wind. 

“J don’t think I shall want you, captain.’ 
was airily nonchalant. 

“You'll want a skipper.” 

“T’ve got one.” 

“You'll want a pilot.” 

“T’ve got one.” 

“Then I’m not wanted?” ° 

“You are not!” 

Nicholson swore colourfully and forcefully. Ten 
minutes’ further argument along the same lines con- 
vinced him that the subject of his presence with them 
was not even open to negotiation. He retired from the 
fray. And he made profit out of his own retreat. 

“Care to give me another hundred, Langard?’’ he 
asked, fingering a brace of heavy steel keys. 

“Sure,” said Langard, who had placed his man to 
within a yard of where he belonged. 

“There’s a deck-house on the Zimbalene’s fo'c’sle.”’ 

“Oh yes?” 

“It ain’t a deck-house. It’s a twelve-pounder gun.” 
He tossed the keys on the table. 

“Cheap at the price,” said Langard, and paid over 
the notes. 

“You and your pleasure trip!’ said Nicholson 
agerievedly as he went out to pack up his gear on the 
schooner. 


> 


Langard 


: 
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Cardinal had already fixed up the most urgent detail 


_ connected with Jimpanee Jim. He had had a dozen 


cases of whisky sent aboard the Zimbalene. Further, he 
had taken the shrivelled little pilot down to the beach 
and let him see the stuff being taken out to the ship. 

“See all that gin?” he inquired. 

Jimpanee gazed with undiluted ecstasy at so much 
liquor. 

“Well, all that gin go along of the Marquesas.” 

“Strike me blind!’” murmured the mission-taught 
pilot. 

“You come along with us, eh?” 

ov edaa.”’ 

Cardinal went back to the Widow’s Cruse and re- 
ported progress. 

“T’ve fixed up that little potato, Cap. He comes with 
us,” he said. 

“Good. Get him aboard as soon as you can. I’m start- 
ing to-morrow.” 

“He’s already aboard. He watched all that whisky go 
aboard—and he swam out! He wouldn't leave the 
Zimbalene now unless we chucked him over.” 

But Langard didn’t start the next day, nor the next. 
The Pacific Islands are not notable places of hustle. ‘The 
midday nap may quite conceivably extend over from 
breakfast till sunset, and even then work is much better 
discussed than. done. 

It was not until a week later that the Zimbalene was 
ready to sail. Odd ship jobs about her hull and rigging 
had taken days instead of hours, and the work of fitting 


_ her up with stores was only finally accomplished when 


Cardinal appointed himself foreman over the whole 
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bunch of native labour. 

And during that week several things happened, things 
which did not augur well for the peace of the cruise of 
the Zimbalene. To begin with, there were several dis- 
appearances; and they dated back to the morning of the 
Zimbalene’s arrival. First Scarry Harry and his men 
were not in Langard’s room when he and Cardinal went 
to give them in charge. The Boss of the hotel explained 
their absence pithily and perfectly to his own satisfac- 
tion. He was, at the same time, magnificently uncon- 
cerned about Langard’s feelings in the matter. 

“They stunk,” he said. “They stunk, and so I cut ’em 
loose and gave ’em the air.” 

Langard considered the icy countenance of the lord 
of the Widow’s Cruse, and he realised there was nothing 
else to do but to bite his own gums. Power and influence 
on Espiritu Santo were far too interlinked and elusive to 
be fully appreciated by the occasional visitor. 

Then Kalau and Lihea went. They disappeared one 
evening when the beach was alive with natives working 
on the loading of the Zimbalene’s stores. They just 
seemed to vanish; and not even old Benas, with lime 
on his face and wood-ash in his hair, knew the manner 
of their going. 

And when Langard and Cardinal went up to pay their 


last respects to Klingmann, they found a notable absence — 


of humanity in the great house under the gum-trees. 
The mansion was echoingly empty. All around in the 
tenantless rooms and wide corridors were the evidences 
of the Dutchman’s trading wealth; scores of festoons of 
coloured corals of peerless quality; cabinets and boxes 
of sandalwood and rarer aromatic woods, carved and 
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ornamented with pearl and ivory inlays; sharks’ teeth, 
wondrously chased and tooled by the native craftsmen 
of a score of Islands; mother-of-pearl necklaces and 
ornaments of a thousand kinds, polished stone images 
and beaten copper tabus, shark-skin shoe-soles, soapstone 
carvings, and a bewildering chaos of Island woodcrafts 
and treasures. 

Elsewhere were the rooms full of the stuff he traded 
for them: bolts of highly coloured calico and scarlet 
flannel, axes, trade rifles, fish-hooks, cases and cases of 
rum, trade tobacco in kegs and crates, boiled shirts and 
top-hats, hugely gaudy watch-chains and dollar watches, 
packs of cards, tins of bullamacow, and more rum and 
more rum. But of the trader and his villainous 
associates there was neither sight nor sound. 

“Let me,” said Cardinal wistfully, “let me light a 
candle in a jar of rum and forget to blow it out.” 

“Pity to burn all this good grub,” said Langard 
thoughtfully. “The natives, now—perhaps they might— 
if you spoke to them. Don’t you think?” 

Subsequent history does not relate how much of their 
own property the natives ultimately recovered. But 
certain it is that before the Zzmbalene was hull-down 
beyond the barrier reef, the coloured population of 
Espiritu Santo went up en masse to the great house in 
‘the gum-trees, and that the peppery French gentleman 
in the Residency achieved a convenient touch of malaria 
that kept him indoors for a week. 

On the second day out the Zimbalene ran into adverse 
winds, and Captain Cardinal started up the auxiliary. 
On the third day out Prince Kalau and Princess Lihea 
announced themselves on deck, driven out of the ballast 
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hold by a crack in the exhaust-pipe. Kalau was above $ 
making excuses. It appeared that he just wanted tocome — 
on the trip, and so he came. His single explanation was ~ 


that he wanted to get away from Espiritu Santo to some- _ 


where nearer his own ancestral isle. 

Then followed days and days of dreamy drifting over 
seas of marbled blue under suns of molten brass. 
Islands seemed to slide past them gently and noise- 
lessly, rising ahead and falling astern as the log-line 
ticked out ‘the miles. The winds veered round and 
pressed up from behind, the wide-sweeping Trades 
billowing up strong and resolute, as dependable as the 
tides themselves. It was a world that was floored and 
ceilinged with blue, a world that was loaded with sun- 
light, hot and tawny, pouring down on a glaring 
immensity of polished blue that remained flat and un- 
broken for days, save where the motor screws crinkled 
out a line of furrows for a solid mile astern. 

‘They were making a long traverse across the very soul 
of the Pacific. From Espiritu Santo to Nukahiva in the © 
Marquesas is 3,500 nautical miles, and the route lies 
_ along through the gem isles of Fiji and the Friendlies, 
through the Samoas and past Suwarro, then north-east to 
the Manihikis and the tzare-scented Caroline, with the 
warm Pacific beating itselfto snow on the reefs and sweep- 
ing over the beaches in hissing lines of creamy froth. 

‘AS Caroline Island sank down into a purpling dusk, 
Jimpanee Jim tipped half a bottle of distilled fire down 
his neck, and took possession of the wheel. Nukahiva 
was somewhere in the dim distances of four hundred 
miles ahead, nestling restfully under a cluster of bright 
gold stars on the eastern sky-rim. Looking more than 
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- ever like a little skinny potato of odd development, he 
leaned on the wheel and languidly joined in the songs 
of the Kanakas, weird, plaintive bits of sound drifting 
down from somewhere up among the sails spread out 
like faint clouds in the night overhead. 

The auxiliary was kicking her along at eight knots 
through a night of dreams. There were flying fish 
skimming in wide-eyed flight over water that was heavy 
as velvet. Sometimes, in mortal terror of the hungry- 
jawed bonitas harrying them below, they soared out of 
control and hit against the ship’s sides: one or two even 
flopped inboard and were quickly claimed by the crew, 
flying fish being singularly free from the muddy taste 
that affects most tropical fish. It was a night of silent 
hush, a night that seemed to close down over the sea 
and rest upon it. A thin moon sat on the tip of the 
mainyard and slid up and down it as the ship rolled in 
the slow, slumbrous swells. When the last flicker of light 
was gone from the west, the stars hung glittering over 
the sea like scatterings of white-hot diamonds. Now 
and then the white line of a shooting star rode silently 
down the void. In the galley the Samoan cook wheezed 
into song in a high-pitched voice that was broken and 
wheezy with asthma: 


“All the way to Mandee-lay 
Issa dam long way, issa dam long way. 
If e’ doan’ git scuppahd innee ole ’ome-town, 
’EKel be drunk on bubbly ’fore.the sun goes down, 
Shuah! So! 
Beleeve me, Bo! 
"Eel be blind on bubbly ’fore the——” 
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The song pulled up with a jerk on a crash of galley- 
pans rolling out of the racks, and petered out into a 
prodigious American swear. : 

Night winds that blew from the west began to belly 
on the sails. Cardinal shut off the motors, and the 
Zimbalene, a dream ship on a dream sea, slid on quietly 
under the stars. After the staccato coughing of the 
motors, the silence that fell was ear-filling. Sometimes 
a yard creaked heavily to the roll of the ship; sometimes 
a wooden pulley block banged against the mast, and 
sometimes a sea-gull yelled angrily above the flashing 
phosphorescence of the wake. 

Langard went the rounds and turned in, impatient 
of the hours between the Zimbalene and Nukahiva. 
Voyages on dream ships across dream seas are all very 
well on occasions, but they ill compare with hunts for 
buried treasure. 

Jimpanee Jim had assured him volubly that he had 
laid the course perfectly to make the Nukahiva coast in 
the immediate vicinity of the required spot, and already 
Langard could almost feel the warm, silky sheen of 
pearls in the palms of his hands. 

Cardinal was on the bridge pricking out the day’s 
run, and aggrievedly wondering how the incarnadine, 
et cetera, Jimpanee Jim managed to steer a course across 
a few thousand miles of ocean without finding it neces- 
sary to use such aids to navigation as chart, sextant, or 
compass. Jimpanee Jim’s opinion of all such contriv- 
ances was evidenced in the fact that it was his invariable 
habit to stick his lunch on the binnacle glass in total 
oblivion of the swaying compass card underneath it. 

Cardinal cocked his head on one side and listened. 
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From far astern came a faint and very distant sound, a 
thin, half-imagined chuff-chuff-chuff borne down on the 
wind from behind. For a minute or two he listened; 
then he stuck his head out of the bridge window, lean- 
ing with the sill under his armpit and his ear flat out 
into the wind. Sometimes he could almost swear he 
could hear the coughing of a petrol motor right away 
back on the brim of the night. His forehead puckered 
. into a puzzled frown, and he pulled unconsciously at his 
beard with a bony thumb and forefinger. 

He had heard, or thought he had heard, that faint 
chuff-chuffing astern several times during that trip when 
the nights were black and heavy. But he was in a fairly 
busy tradeway coming across from the Hebrides, and he 
knew that auxiliary schooners were making the Island 
their stamping-ground in ever-increasing numbers. 
Once he had spoken to Langard about it, and Langard 
had shrugged and regretted his inability to secure exclu- 
sive sailing rights through the waterways of Oceania. 

Other ships had crossed his tracks or passed him going 
westward, heaps of them, but they were real—they could 
be seen and heard and recognised. And their motors had 
different voices. This one, the one he kept hearing in 
the silent watches of the night, was different. She was 
invisible: there was something sinister, something 
portentous about the note of her stuttering engine. 
The sound of her seemed to come crawling down on 
the pulse of the wind as though from somewhere out 
on the edge of Time. And the sound of her engine was 
always the same. 

He strained his ears and listened intently. At the end 
of five minutes he was prepared to have staked his life 
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that the Zimbalene was afloat on an empty sea; yet three 
minutes later he knew that somewhere astern in the 
black desert of the hot night another boat was treading 
on their heels. 

He took a telescope and went aft, peering into the 
impenetrable gloom with his glass balanced on the taff- 
rail. The sickle of moon ahead only deepened the 
blackness astern. 

“Pickle my brisket,” he growled. “You’d want a brace 
of cat’s eyes to see through that lot. The sea’s about as 
full of light to-night as a flooded coal-mine.”’ 

He went forward again and addressed Jimpanee Jim, 
who, with his back pressed helpfully against the wheel- 
house bulkhead, was hiccupping gently. : 

“Say, you hear any feller behind us?’”’ he demanded. 

“Yeaaa!” Jimpanee Jim surveyed the wheel bibul- 
ously and turned it a couple of spokes with his 
toes. 

“You sabby hime” 

“Gas’lene. Me hara him first day out. Him feller he 
foller all day.” 

“Why he no catch up?” 

““Howda hell you ask me!” 

“You no sabby, eh?” 

Jimpanee Jim, steadying the bucking wheel with his 
knee, lit up a frayed cheroot with magnificent grandilo- 
quence. ‘The conversation was at an end. He ended it, 
half-way through the lighting-up process, with a regal 
“Goddam! Me pilot—not a blist’rin’ ju-ju!” 

Cardinal grunted and took the wheel. He had had 
enough of that elusively mysterious hooker astern, and 
decided it was high time he went back and gave the 
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craft a once over. He put the Zimbalene on a course 
that read true north on the compass card, and then told 
the pilot to hold on to that course if he valued his life 
any higher than a bottle of rum. 

Then Cardinal called the watch and went down into 


_ Langard’s cabin. The shifting of the course had altered 


the ship’s motion, and Langard was already out of his 
bunk and half dressed. 

“What’s in the wind, skipper?” he asked sleepily. 

“One heck of a fight—with a bit of luck,” said 
Cardinal. ““There’s been a boat treading on our coat- 
tails ever since we left Santo Ped. Either that, or I’ve 
been hearin’ things. Which I hain’t. Now, if that boat 
ain’t Scarry Harry and his junk-load of opium-eaters, I'll 
allow you to rot my bones and burn my brain. Anyway, 
being captain of this hooker, Cap, I thought we’d go 
back and take a looksee. We're headin’ north now; in 
ten minutes we’re turning dead west. We'll introduce 
ourselves to the Night Hawk of the Pacific, like a hod 
of bricks.” 

“A perfectly sound notion, Captain,” said Langard, 
pulling on his sweater. 

Cardinal went for’ard, kicked off his boots, and shoved 
his head down the fo’c’sle hatch. He harangued the 
Kanakas for five solid minutes in a gaudy compote of 
béche-de-mer and inflammable sailorese, giving them 
meticulous orders for procedure and threats and warn- 
ings of awful vengeance to come if so much as a single 
order was scamped or disobeyed. 

He wound up with an exhortation to silence that was 
coined in his own mint. 

‘“‘And tumble up quietly, you web-toed sons of mud!” 
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he hissed down the fo’c’sle hatch. ““Tumble up and put 
both feet on the soft pedal all the way.” 

He climbed to the bridge and passed an order along 
to the mate. Jimpanee Jim, with an air of profound 
boredom printing itself all over his skinny face, put the 
wheel over, and the Zzmbalene, with all sails tight and 
bellying full, headed back in her tracks. Jimpanee Jim 
steadied her down as she heeled over on the new course, 
and, except for the humming song of the wind in the 
rigging, the schooner bore down towards the stuttering 
drone of the invisible ship without a sound. 

For some minutes the purr of the mysterious motor 
was as elusive as the sound of running water in a summer 
wood. Sometimes it seemed to be coming up from the 
blackness away to port; a moment later it was right 
across on the starboard side. Sometimes it seemed to be 
puttering away far up in the womb of the wind, and once 
or twice Langard could have sworn it was filtering down 
from somewhere directly overhead. 

But as the gap closed they located it with a fair degree 
of certainty. It was right ahead and a little to port. 
Cardinal judged it to be five miles away, jogging along 
at somewhere about seven knots. 

“Give her a touch of hellum, Jimp,” said Cardinal to 
the pilot. “Don’t run her too close; I want to get a look 
at her before she sights us.” 

‘“Whadda hell you gone do, Capting?” 

The question fell placidly from Jimpanee Jim’s lips. 

“All depends, ’ole cocker. If that’s a lawful-minded 
boat a-sitting on our port bow I’m gonna be almighty 
peeved about wasting two good hours’ sailing-time. But 
if that boat’s the Night Hawk, she’s going to learn how 
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rude it is to follow respectable trouble-hunters about the 
Pacific.” 

“Oh yeh,” said Jimpanee Jim. 

He wasn’t exactly interested in the affair. He was, 
moreover, both beyond and above getting excited. His 
job was to take the Zimbalene to a certain specified spot 
on Nukahiva, or, alternatively, to obey every order given 
to him at the wheel. Whether those orders finally landed 
him in Bombay, Bengal, Borneo, or high and dry on 
the black-fanged snouts of Baffin’s Bay, was no concern 
of his. ‘That was the white feller’s funeral entirely. 

“Yeh!” said Cardinal decidedly. “If that’s the Night 
Hawk out there, she’s standing right into trouble. 
Here’s where Scarry Harry absorbs a section of Western 
prejudices, etiquette, and table manners. B’ the help o’ 
God and a middling reliable gun-sight, we'll cut his 
claws, clip his wings, and twist his beak off. A Hawk, 
is he? Huh! Here’s where he gets the bird all right.” 

Jimpanee Jim brought the Zimbalene round with the 
practised skill of a man to whom a steering-wheel is the 
sole material link between himself and his own second 
nature. He heard the sails wallop and bang as the yards 
swung over. For a moment he pondered the situation. 
Then he said: 

“Thass Night Hawk all right, boss!” 

Cardinal wheeled on him. 

“Eh?” he said. 

“Yeaaa! Me hara him.” 

“How do you know?” 

Jimpanee Jim gave him a look of blasting scorn. 

“You think this my first dam vi’age?” he inquired, and 
whaled his teeth into an odoriferous fish sandwich. 
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Cardinal and Langard strained their eyes into the 
blackness. The clamour of the motor was loud and 
vibrant on the silence around. They could hear it 
blattering away noisily within half a mile of them, but 
of the ship herself there was not a trace, not even a 
smudge on the walls of the night. The darkness was so 
real that it seemed to exist as something quite apart 
from, and more definite than, the mere night itself. It 
was almost tangible, a black, fogless fog afloat on the 
level bellies of the water plains. The thin scrap of moon 
had slipped down the bowl of the night. It had fallen 


down on the rim of the horizon and rested there, a dull 


red scimitar almost toned out of existence by the sim- 
mering heat haze of the tropic night. 

For: two minutes Langard and Cardinal peered into 
the gloom. Their eyes probed into it yard by yard. The 
noise of the motor was so close and insistent that it 
seemed to be all round them. Then it back-fired loudly, 
and Cardinal nudged Langard’s elbow. 

“See her?’ he said, pointing almost dead abeam. 
“There she is, four hundred yards away and passing us. 
That’s the Night Hawk all right, the ugly, unhandsome, 
slab-sided cow!” 

Langard’s night-glasses moved round. 

“Yes, I see her,” he said quietly. “Gosh, what an ugly 
brute! And they say she’s a flyer! Why, she’s darn near 
square!” é 

“Junk built, Cap. Junk built above the Plimsoll line. 
She looks like a sea-going hayrick above water, but she’s 
cut away like a racing yacht down below wind. She’s a 
flyer all right. And those Chinks know how to handle 
her, too. Jimp, bring her round slow and easy: steady 
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does it. I want to come up on her tail.” 

He went along to the fo’c’sle deck-house and carefully 
unhoused the gun. It was a wicked-looking twelve- 
pounder, steely bright and thickly plastered with gun 
oil. He depressed the sights to zero, opened the breech, 
loaded. a plain steel shell, and adjusted the lanyard to 
the firing-pin. 

_ Back against the foremast he could see Langard busy 
with his own end of affairs. The self-appointed trouble- 
hunter had untriced a huge pulley block from its moor- 
ings against the heel of the mast, and a couple of 
Kanakas were right out on the outermost tip of the fore- 
yard adjusting a set of strong manilla tackles to the steel 
ringbolt there. He hauled on the tackle till the great 
pulley block was raised five feet clear of the deck. With 
the other end of the suspending ropes attached to the 
end of the foreyard, it thus became a giant pendulum, 
a sort of bucket attached to the hauling wire dangling 
from the arm of an outstretched crane. 

It was part of the secondary rigging system, a jury 
brace for the foremast, in case the running gear carried 
away in foul weather. In marine parlance it was a four- 
way teakwood pulley, and it tipped the steelyard at 
_ thirty pounds net. 

Langard, with the perspireful help of the bosun, 
lugged the straining thing back past the mainmast to 
the limit of its backward swing.. He mounted the 
passenger deck-house and secured the pulley there with 
a length of rope, ready for action. 

The Zimbalene had come round sheer into the Night 
Hawk’s wake, and was slowly overtaking her. When the 
distance between had been lessened to fifty yards, 
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Langard got his first real look at the Night Hawk of 
the Pacific. 

She was a big, rakish-looking two-master with a deep 
well-deck and square lateen sails that gave her her 
peculiar junk-like appearance in the water. The well- 
deck was protected by a high ship’s-side that brought her 
waist up flush with her poop and after-decks. 

There were some particularly nauseating stories 
current in the Islands of the devilries that had been 
perpetrated in that protected well-deck—stories that do 
not look well in print, no matter how delicately they 
may be touched upon. 

A wide oak rail ran round the whole length of the 
ship, a fine taking-off ground for boarding-parties. It 
was about a foot wide, and steel ladders led up to it from 
the sunken well-deck. Langard surmised that the crew 
lived in the compartments opening out of that well-deck. 
The scuttles were shut and the deadlights down. As on 
the Zimbalene, there was not a spark of light aboard her. 

The only soul on deck was a pigtailed coolie at the 
wheel. Langard could see him, a thin-hipped, angular 
figure in loose blue cotton stuff peering into the 
binnacle and standing first on one leg and then on the 
other. Calm and utterly unsuspicious of the danger 
crawling up astern, he was humming a Chinese river 
song. Apparently there was no concern aboard the Night 
Hawk at the sudden dousing of the Zimbalene’s lights. 
They knew that with their surprising turn of speed and 
the few extra knots lying dormant in that throttled-down 
motor, they could catch up to within sight of the 
Zimbalene whenever they thought fit. 

That, in fact, was what they had been doing ever 
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‘since the Zimbalene hauled out of Santo Ped, hanging 
_ back over the horizon during the day and then sprint- 


ing up to keep on her course during the night. 

That course was now heading direct for Nukahiva, 
and Scarry Harry was quite content to await develop- 
ments. He was in a silk-cushioned swinging-bunk, taking 
prudent puffs at a slim silver pipe the while he watched 


Mynheer Klingmann manipulate a faked spinning-wheel 


to the detriment of the yen bags of his crew. 

The Zimbalene crept up foot by foot. Langard could 
hear the creak and grunt of the ponderous rudder be- 
neath the stern of the ship ahead. He was frantically 
aware of a million unsuspected noises in the ballooning 
sail system of his own ship, noises he had never heard 
before—the abrupt crick-crack of taut ropes slapping on 
the mast, the creak of straining masts and the loud 
wrenching of the yards, and every now and then the 
rapid flapping of a small sail high up near the mast- 
heads when the roll of the ship spilled the wind from 
them. 

To him it seemed that the Chinese helmsman must 
be almost deafened by the noises his boat was kicking 
up. But the gaunt figure continued to hum his mono- 
tonous river song and to peer every now and then at the 
swaying card in the binnacle. 

The Zimbalene’s fo’c’sle was abreast of the Night 
Hawk’s stern-rail and less than five yards apart. With 
unerring accuracy, Jimpanee Jim brought the Zim- 
balene alongside. He was steering with both eyes fixed 
in strained intensity on the Night Hawk’s guard-rail, 
steering on the flat sight of that alone. His bony fingers 
played nervously on the spokes of his wheel, nervously 
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but with the instinctive certainty of the man who knew 
his job so well that he was unaware of doing it. 

Cardinal, sitting astride the wooden saddle of the 
twelve-pounder, tipped the muzzle of the gun down into 
a dead line with the well-deck. He squinted down the 
gun-sight, cupped his arm against the rubber-shod con- 
trol, and got his sights to bear. 

Langard, on the passenger deck-house, slipped the 
mooring of the great teak block, swayed backwards from 
the hips with the huge pulley above his head, and then, 
launching forward, swung it out into space. 

“Another six feet!” prayed Cardinal, glaring down the 
gun-sight. Jimpanee Jim’s hands weighed on the wheel 
ever so slightly, and the Zimbalene closed in. Cardinal’s 
gun was depressed to its utmost; it was almost pointing 
into his own fo’c’sle deck. 

The after-sail of the Night Hawk bellied violently and 
flapped like gun-shots above the coolie helmsman. He 
wheeled abruptly. .Something had taken the Night 
Hawk’s wind. Cardinal had a quick, sudden view of 
his face as he whipped round, a high-boned face that was ~ 
moon-eyed with the fear and shock of the sight he saw— 
the towering, sky-raking masts and sails of the Zimbalene 
sliding alongside him, rail to rail, a vast vision that had 
loomed up suddenly and with a ghastly silence from the 
spirit-haunted vaults of the deep. Only for the fraction 
of a second Cardinal saw the yelling terror that leapt into 
his eyes.. And then, before the wide-open mouth could 
emit the yell that was half-way out of his larynx, the teak 
block hit him. 

Thirty pounds of swinging teakwood, plunging 
mightily in a vast pendulum movement from the outer- 
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most tip of the foreyard, suddenly cracked into his face 
and obliterated it. The coolie dropped, with one hand 
tangled in the central spokes of the wheel, and his 
crushed head flung backward. The great pulley block 
swung back and cannoned heavily against the Zim- 
balene’s side. 

A second later the quiet of the night was shattered by 
a single ear-splitting bang that detonated horrifically on 
the ear-drums of the night. It seemed to collide violently 
with the silence, shaking the whole fabric of the dark- 
ness. The stuttering motor in the well-deck of the Night 
Hawk coughed with a spasm of internal agony and ex- 
pired with a single hiss of vagrant gas. 

Jimpanee Jim muttered, “Hot dog!” and hauled his 
wheel over to port with the frantic energy of a lost soul 
hauling itself out of hell. The Zimbalene jammed itself 
against the side of the Night Hawk, pressed heavily with 
a squealing outcry of wood pounding on wood as the 
wind held her there, and then slowly began to ease 
away. 

» Langard leapt from the deck-house and caught the 

_ swinging pulley block. ‘““Trice that up somewhere!” he 
yelled to the bosun, and raced to the rails. 

Pandemonium had broken out aboard the Night 

Hawk. The ugly-looking pirate craft erupted semi- 

naked bodies that shot out of the fo’c’sle hatch and deck- 

houses like rabid animals. They poured out into the 
well-deck and crowded up the steel ladders to the board- 
ing-rail in a grim and savage silence. It was that sullen, 
purposeful silence that gave her her name, the Night 

Hawk of the Pacific. They swarmed out of their dives 

like rabbits out of a warren. Long-bladed kris gleamed 
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white in the darkness, and revolver-shots began to stab 
yellow spurts from rail to rail. 

“Stew my liver and boil my blood!” grunted Cardinal, 
slamming open the breech of the gun. He pushed in a 
' charge, rammed the controls down till the muzzle was 
pointing almost upright at the sky, and sent a star-shell 
roaring up into the night. It burst on the height of its 
rise in a flash of dazzling brilliance that hung aloft in the 
sky likea great white moon, drenching the sea in a flood 
of eye-aching radiance. 

“At ’em, boys!” yelled Langard. 

The first of the pirates to breast the boarding-rail were 
met by a long line of belligerent Kanakas who suddenly 
bobbed up from behind the guard-rails like a string of 
Jack-in-the-boxes. They were armed, each and in- 
dividually, with four-foot lengths of ash oars, sawn off 
short at the blade. 

Brown, thinly-clad shins leapt above the boarding-rail 
of the Night Hawk and poised there a second for the 
jump. But only for a second. A long line of four-foot 
oar lengths, fiercely wielded by brown, bad-tempered 
arms, cracked resoundingly against those thinly-clad 
shins, and a long line of astonished yells barked into 
the night. Orientals are just as ferociously sensitive 
about their shins as white men or niggers. 

Langard’s Kanakas were wielding their oars with 
laudable effect. They swung them as the Crusaders of 
old swung their battle-maces, whirling them round and 
round their heads in flailing circles that came to an 
abrupt and sickening stoppage every now and then 
against flesh and bone. A score of pirates fell screaming 
back into the well-deck, and set up a snarling confusion 
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among the others scrambling up the ladders: 

Jimpanee Jim, with the helm hard over, was dancing 
about at the wheel like a Dervish, yelling ““Goddam, 
boys!” at the top of his cracked-out voice. For once in 
his life he had actually got himself interested in some- 
thing outside the immediate orbit of alcohol. The star- 
shell, high up in the night above the mast-heads, faded 
and died, and Cardinal sent another screaming upward. 

“Hey, Jimp!” he roared, “port your hellum! Hard 
over, dodgast and scorch and rot and burn and blister 
your darned old hide—port that flamin’ hellum and get 
clear o’ this cockpit o’ hell!” 

Jimpanee Jim howled back an answer in classic Min- 
danoese, and pointed frenziedly at the exposed wheel of 
the Night Hawk. Scarry Harry, his face contorted with 
rage, was there at the helm of his own ship, clawing at 
the spokes like a madman. With a final vicious heave 
he rammed the helm hard over, and the two ships locked 
together again. 

There was absolute bedlam going on down in the well- 
_ deck and along the boarding-rail. The Kanakas, shaking 

off their fear and fright of the pirate horde, were whaling 
into them like Trojans. They defied a landing. As fast 
as the boarders breasted the guard-rail they ‘were met by 
a rain of ashwood blows that sent them reeling back on 
top of the others. One or two, missing their footing, 
pitched headlong down between the two ships and were 
pulped between the grinding ships’ sides.. 
Cardinal raced for the bridge and thumped the 
engine-room telegraph for full speed ahead on the 
motor. “And for the love of mutton, Mack, shake her 
up!” he yelled down the voice-pipe. “We've busted up 


H 


110 PEARES. OF DESIRE 


their engine, but the scum have locked on us and are 
trying to board. Yank her over!” 

When he looked round again, Scarry Harry was gone. 
He jumped out on the deck and cracked a head-break- 
ing slam with a boat-hook at a villainous-looking yellow 
shadow that was crawling up behind the bosun with a 
knife. The bosun was still struggling homerically with 
the plunging pulley block, which was jerking him all 
over the deck as the Zimbalene rolled in the slow push 
of the swells. 

The Night Hawk seemed to shelter a whole impi of 
Chinese fighting crew. Every door and hatch in the ship 
ejected a black stream of them, and there was a perfect 
battle royal going on down the Zimbalene’s engaged rail. 
Half a dozen had got aboard by sheer weight of numbers, 
and were mixed up in a terrific mélée with Langard, the 
bosun, and three Kanakas. Cardinal saw Langard sink 
his fist into a Chinaman’s face, saw the look of pain and 
dumb amazement that spread over that face as the fist 
made impact, and then the light went out of the sky 
again, and Cardinal said “Blast!” in a forceful monotone. 

He yelled to the mate to get up to the fo’c’sle and keep 
the star-shells going. He knew that if the Zimbalene was 
to get away from the Night Hawk without serious 
damage or loss of life, he needed light and plenty of 
it. Scarry Harry and his cut-throats were far too adept 
at the art of fighting in the dark. It was their special 
forte. 

There were several reverberating back-fires going on 
down in the engine-room, and torrents of Aberdonian 
oaths snorted up the engine-room hatch. Mack was 
having a tough time with a cold motor. 
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The mate had got three glaring white searchlights 
poised aloft before the motor ceased jibbing. It roared 
into action at the same moment that Langard yelled 
“Look out!” and went streaking away aft, firing shot 
after shot from his automatic as he went. Scarry Harry, 
void of every scrap of clothing, glistening with oil like a 
Wet statue under a street lamp, had taken a flying leap 
from the after-rail of the junk and landed clean on the 
after-deck of the Zimbalene. 

He landed on all fours and made a rush for the after- 
hatch. A bullet splintered the woodwork ahead of him 
and he turned in his tracks. His hand went back and 
jerked forward savagely, and Langard saw the flash of 
steel flying towards him. He didn’t stop to reason with 
his own impulses, but skidded to a sudden halt. He had 
recognised the great killing-knife of the Chinese river 
pirates. It swept across the deck like a great glittering 
discus, spinning rapidly with the impetus of the deft 
twist of the wrist that makes it a whirling instrument of 
death. Langard ducked and rolled over,.and the knife 
clanged into the after-mast and stuck there quivering, 
neck high. He fired again from where he fell, and 
missed by yards. Scarry Harry disappeared down the 
after-hatch and slammed the trap-doors behind him. 
The safety-catches snapped into place, and Langard was 
left battering at a hatch that only opened from the in- 
side. 

He hurried forward. “Cardinal,” he yelled as he got 
abreast of his skipper, “get us away out of this. We've 
got Harry down below hatches, and he’s penned in!” 

“We can’t move,” Cardinal shouted back above the 
din. ‘““The swab has jammed his hellum and he’s hog- 
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ging us. The motor ain’t hefty enough to beat the pull 
of the wind.” 

Then the wind eased off for a few seconds. Mack 
had opened out the engine wide and was giving her 
all the gas she could take. Slowly, painfully, inch by 
inch, the Zimbalene was grinding ahead. Then her 
sea-boats met the Night Hawk’s davits and jammed her 
again. 

It was just about then that Cardinal saw Prince Kalau. 

Langard had scuttled down the midship hatch, hot 
on the heels of the Chinaman, and half a minute later 
Kalau appeared on deck. He seemed to bob up without 
any show or fuss, making an entrance into the fight from 
nowhere in particular. 

But he certainly seemed to know what he wanted. 
There was a deliberate forcefulness about his actions, 
a silent grimness in the way he set about it that stamped 
his singleness of purpose. His objective point was the 
starboard rail, where the brown of the South still 
wrought with the yellow of the East. He brandished a 


Kauai war-club in his hand, and he smashed the head 


of a Chinese with it who barred his progress to the star- 
board rail. 

Lithe as a panther, he leapt and swung himself aboard 
the pirate junk. In quick, leaping strides he was along- 
side the steering-wheel, wrenching it over with great 
lunging heaves. 

When the wheel locked dead in his hands he began to 
fight his way back. The shift of the rudder had instant 
effect on the Night Hawk’s prow. It began paying off 
rapidly, swinging out foot by foot. Kalau ran and 
jumped, taking the rail in a wild, leaping rush as he ran. 
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But his take-off coincided with the thunderous bang of 
another star-shell soaring up, and he faulted badly. He 
missed the Zimbalene’s side-rail by a good yard, and fell 
headlong into the water. 

Two of the Zimbalene’s crew broke away to get a rope 
for him. They were beaten by a neck at their job by a 
third party. The third party was a girl. 

Kalau seized the line and hauled himself clear of the 
water. All sharks are not man-killers by instinct, but 
any shark is liable to try everything once. 

Cardinal switched round as a raucous voice hailed 
him from astern. A diversion had occurred on the 
after-deck. 

Scarry Harry, having wriggled himself into a trap, had 
wriggled out of it again. He shot out of the after-hatch 
like a catapulted stone, with Langard only a dozen feet 
behind him. Langard was looking dishevelled and 
. desperate. 

“Stop him, someone! Stop him, for the love of Mike! 
He’s got the cipher!” he yelled. 

Cardinal aimed a swipe at him with the boat-hook, 
missed, and went sprawling into the scuppers. Another 
star-shell streamed out far up in the night and revealed 
the naked body of the buccaneer in mid-air, taking a last 
flying chance of salvation in an heroic leap. The gap 
between the sterns of the two ships was every inch of 
twelve feet, but he made it, with the cipher tightly 
pressed in his lips and his hands clawing wildly for the 
stern-rail. His hurtling body struck the rails with a 
thud, but his grip was on them like a vice. Two of his 
crew leaned over the rails and yanked his slippery body 
inboard as the Night Hawk swung clear. She yawed 
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away and, with the wind flat behind her, lunged onward _ 


into the night. 
- “After her!” roared Langard. ‘Hey! Where’s that 
darn pilot? Swing her round and——” 

“Don’t do anything rash, Cap,” advised Cardinal just 
behind him. 

Langard swore frantically and pointed to the fast- 
retreating deck of the Night Hawk. 

‘“They—they’ve got that cipher there,” he said fiercely. 
“They can’t get away from us with a smashed auxiliary. 
Jump to it. Get a move on. We——” 

“We ain’t doing no such thing,” said Cardinal placidly, 
“They're welcome to all they've got. We can give ’em 
our back-wash when we like. Blister my eyeballs, I 
landed twelve pounds of cast iron plonk in her 
cylinders.” 

“But damn it, man, they——” 

“About that cipher? Let ’em have it, Cap. Let ’em 
twist their brains into double clove hitches over it. I cut 
enough extra hiroglifficks into that bit o’ weed last 
night to make it look like the last will and testament of 
old Tutankhamen.” 
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CHAPTER V 


NUKAHIVA is not a bad Island, considering all things. 
It’s bang in the line of the tourist route—which is bad 
for it—and it is only one degree south of the Line—which 
is not good for it. But otherwise, and according to likes, 
it isn’t so bad. It is a show Island. Motor-cars and 
electric lights and hydraulic lifts have laid the brand of 
civilisation upon it, and the natives sell to the white men 
treasures that the white men have made themselves. 
There is more Brummagem trash in Nukahiva than 
there is in the Cairo bazaars—which is saying it in lumps. 

One of its special show spots is—or, rather, was—the 
famous Rocking Stone of Apau Lai. It was a mammoth 
thing, forty wobbling tons of it, poised precariously on 
its base, like the Isle of Anglesey on the sloping coast of 
Carnarvon. Its poise was a miracle of natural balance. 
Of all the dozens of famous Rocking Stones scattered 
throughout the hemispheres, the Rocking Stone of Apau 
Lai was perhaps the most widely photographed and the 
safest to negotiate. Which perhaps was why it was the 
most widely photographed. 

Jimpanee Jim sailed the Zimbalene quietly to within 
half a mile of that colossal boulder on the third morn- 
ing after the fight with the Chinese pirates. The 
schooner had been cleaned up and four dead Kanakas 
had been buried at sea before she saw the tree-clad hills 
of Nukahiva lifting their heads to the glory of the 

_morning. 
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She rode in through the soft Pacific rollers that swing 
in from the outer seas in eternal, persistent processions. 
The crew were all dotted up aloft, getting the sail off 
her yards when she slewed round head-on to the beach 
anc. slipped her anchors. They crashed down into ten 
fathoms of water so burningly blue that it seemed as 
though a colossal bluebag had been swished about in 
it. In the hot brilliance of the morning sun it took on 
a broad, flat glint that was only broken at the landward 
edge where the restless rollers burst in dazzling white 
streamers along the hot golden beach. Blue, glorious 
water it was, coming up in endless relays. It droned on 
a pipe-like organ note where the spray flashed upward 
on the reef, the ceaseless song of the surf, breaking for 
ever, for ever unbroken. 

There was the great Rocking Stone right ahead. Not 
a doubt of it. The first drawing on the kelp-weed was an 
almost exact replica in tiny miniature of the two great 
stones poised on the cliffs above the little white —_s 
of Apau Lai. 

Langard and Cardinal gave the great mass a critical 
inspection. With the exception of the trees, which were 
no longer in existence, the stones appeared to be the 
precise location indicated in the cipher. 

The upper stone was a huge sandstone boulder, an 
egg-shaped rock, so perfectly balanced on its supporting 
stone that it rocked to the merest pressure. They could 
see it rocking ever so slightly in the off-shore wind of the 
morning. Visiting geologists were of the opinion that 
the Rocker was originally part of a landslide higher up 

the cliffs, and that the great stone had fallen into a 
plumb-line balance on the base stone and remained 
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there, a natural phenomenon. The base of the stone 
rested in a cup in the crown of the lower stone. 

A row of notches were cut in the sandstone, forming 
excellent hand- and foot-holds all the way up to the 
summit of the Rocker. Tourists delighted to scale the 
Rocker and pose for the Kodaks of their friends below. 

And yet there were people on Nukahiva who were not 
so readily disposed to accept the theories of the dome- 
brows. They, the people who knew the Islands and the 
natives, inclined to other beliefs. For the natives said 
that the Rocking Stone of Apau Lai was an infant 
formation compared with the age ascribed to it by the 
geologists. 

And Kalau proved that the people who knew the 
Islands were right. 

Langard and Cardinal went ashore in a state of sup- 
pressed excitement to begin the search for the great 
treasure. Neither of them had any definite idea of what 
he expected to find there, but both were greatly deter- 
mined, each in his different way, not to bulge an inch 
from the Island till they had unearthed the clue it held. 

They harried and measured and poked and quartered 
round that stone from every conceivable angle. ‘They 
drew lines to it and from it on every variation of the 
mysterious figures 538 they could think of. They worked 
in yards and feet and inches. They applied the exasperat- 
ing word ‘‘Reverse”’ to every imaginable plan. And they 
drew a profound and uncompromising blank at every 
step. The great Rocker just seemed to loom over them 
and grin at them. 

At the end of the third hour, hot and exasperated, they, 
sat down under the shade of the Rocker to think things 
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out. None of the accepted formulas for cipher-solving 
seemed to shed so much as a single candle-power of 
luminance on the one they had stumbled upon. It was 
obvious to them that something deeper, something 
highly imaginative, was called for by that odd little 
square of seaweed. 

Cardinal lit up a long black cheroot and blew angry 
puffs of smoke at the morning. “It’s here somewhere,” 
he growled. ‘““This Island’s stuffed with Captain Kidd’s 
legends. They spin you a new one in every house. It 
seems as though the old varmint called in here some time 
or another and left his kind regards to all pearl-hunting 
posterity in Apau Lai.” 

He fanned himself with is ‘hat and directed a stream 
of sulphuretted dialect at the heat. 

Noon had come and gone before Kalau appeared. 
Half shyly and yet with a proud confidence he came, 
round the heel of the great fragment, closely followed 
by Princes Lihea. 

Langard looked up at him. 

‘What do you want, Kalau?” he asked. 

“Me show you hiding-place!” he said, and Cardinal 
jumped. 

Without a word, the native crossed to the base stone 
and began to climb. Hand over hand he went up the 
column till he stood poised right up on the apex of the 
great Rocker. With gentle swaying movements of his 
body, he set the huge mass rocking. 

Langard and Cardinal, not quite comprehending what 
was happening, scrambled to their feet and stood a little 
way apart watching him. They had all of a human’s 
natural aversion to sitting under a forty-ton sandstone 
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boulder when it was rocking about in unstable fashion 
over their heads. 

Gently at first and then with gathering momentum, 
Kalau got the unwieldy mass into steady motion. It 
swayed on its pedestal like an immense, lead-weighted 
egg, forty tons of rocking sandstone, oscillating to the 
movements of a thirteen-stone savage on its upflung 
pinnacle. 

Kalau began jumping on the rock to make his weight 
tell the heavier. The great Rocker swayed more and 
more, pounding heavily on the base block with each 
ponderous swing. Lihea went quietly over and stood 
near the two men standing below. 

Langard, without taking his eyes off the brown figure 
on the Rocker, put out his hand and touched her arm. 

“‘What’s the idea, Princess?” he asked. 

“May Kalau not do as Benas bids him?” Lihea’s 
evasion came in the form of a defensive question. 

Langard gave her a quick look. 

“Benas? Benas?” he echoed. “You don’t mean to tell 
me that old devil is out here, do your” 

Lihea shrugged. “I cannot tell you. I don’t know. 
But I do know that Prince Kalau talked long and 
. earnestly with Benas before the Zimbalene sailed from 
Espiritu Santo.” 

“Good Lord! he’ll be having the darn thing over in a 
minute,” said Langard, ignoring the girl and staring up 
at the Rocker. 

For the great stone was no longer wobbling: it was 
literally swaying, pitching over from side to side and 
threatening to topple right over at any moment. As the 
pitching increased there came a thunderous bump! 
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bump! bump! of the see-sawing mass of the Rocker 
pounding on its quivering support. 

Kalau was making frantic efforts to preserve his 
balance in mid-air. Every time he jumped he landed 
with every ounce of his weight on the far tip of the rock- 
ing mass. And high up on that swaying crest he began a 
war chant. 

Langard looked queerly from Lihea to that fantastic 
figure on the thundering Rocker, and then back again 
to Lihea. But the Princess, calm-eyed and perfectly self- 
possessed, seemed to be quite satisfied with the conduct 
of her young lover. 

The Rocker was swaying so heavily that it made the 
giant base-stone quiver to its very foundations. There 
was a pounding and rumbling in the echoing cliffs 
around. 

Suddenly, from high in the air above, there came a 
yell of triumph and a mighty crunch of rock grinding 
on rock. The great Rocker ceased its mammoth sway- 
ing. It paused for the fraction of a second on the outer 
limit of its swing and began to topple. Kalau raced 
along it as it fell. It skidded at the base and canted 
downwards, and Kalau leapt clear as the huge thing slid 
off its supporting stone and crashed headlong earth- 
wards. He landed neatly and cleanly on the cup of the 
lower stone, and peered downwards at the fallen giant. 

The Rocking Stone of Apau Lai was no more. From 
that moment it ceased to be a Rocking Stone and began 
to be a legend, a story to be told to tourists who would 
still climb to the top of the lower stone and be snap- 
shotted from there. 

Kalau’s face, beaming with childish pride and wet with 
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perspiration, beckoned the white men up. 

Langard got there first. He shinned up the column 
like a monkey and peered over the surface of the stone. 
There in the cup where the great Rocker had balanced 
for nearly three hundred years was a small casket. It 
was made of copper and was lined inside with lead. The 
hinges and catches were much too corroded to function, 
and Langard broke it open by smashing it against the 
sandstone column. 

Inside was another piece of kelp-weed and a single 
sheet of skin parchment. The weed fell almost to 
powder at a touch. Lacking the care and protection that 
had been given to the other piece, it had practically dis- 
integrated from age. It perished to dust in his fingers. 

But the writing on the parchment was still decipher- 
able. There were only a few words, written in a bright 
purple ink that still retained much of its ancient vivid- 
ness. ‘They made Langard’s heart pound against his ribs, 
for there was no disguising the fact that the hand that 
wrote the kelp-weed cipher was the same hand that 
penned the words on the parchment sheet. The hand- 
writing was identically the same as the written words on 
the kelp-weed. 

In the same spidery Old English script the parchment 
read: 

“And art thou still seeking, O Seeker? God speed ye 
on this emprise. But beware! The Pearl of Life is oft 
the Pearl of Death. One worde I give ye here. Heed 
ye the Cryptic Worde when ye shape a course for the 
Island of Gulls. Fare ye welle. By best endeavours shalle 
ye succeede.”’ 

Back on the Zimbalene that night, Langard and 
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Cardinal pored over an Admiralty chart of Oceania. 
Langard had his compasses out and was busy measuring 
off distances. 

“It’s obvious there’s a catch in the way old Captain 
Kidd coded up his bearings,” he said. “He practically 
says so in that bit of parchment. Let’s see, now, what 
does he say? ‘Heed ye the Cryptic Worde when ye shape 
a course for the Island of Gulls.’” 

“He means ‘reverse,’ I should think, Cap.” 

“TI reckon so, too. Now, the cipher gave us a bearing 
dead north-west to a distance of 538 miles. If we take 
that course from here we land ourselves full in the trade- 
ways of the Central Polynesian Sporades. ‘There’s 
Christmas Island, Jarvis Island, Fanning, and a whole 
score of others that are linked up with a pretty reliable 
service of steamers and freighters and petrol auxilaries. 
And it hardly seems credible to me that so curious an 
Island as the Island of Gulls appears to be could remain 
lost in that Group for so long a period. I think we can 
take it for granted that we have got to reverse something 
in that clue. If we go south-east, we are not only well 
in the middle of the Low Archipelago, but also in the 
steamer tracks of vessels going down from Hawaii to the 
Cape. Similarly, south-west lands us well in the soup 
again. On that course we shall find ourselves on the 
front doorstep of Tahiti, wondering how to find a lost 
Island that never had enough room to get lost in. 

“Now, according to this chart, a course laid directly 
north-east from here leads us into the heart of a terrific 
expanse of absolutely empty ocean. There is not even 
‘a reef or a shallow sounding marked. It’s deep water 
all the way. Just a wide and empty void of blue on the 
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map. That, I think, is the little bit we have to reverse 
—we steer north-east dead instead of north-west dead. 
What do you think, Cardinal?” 

“T should think it’s a very sound notion, Cap. Accord- 
ing to the chart there, it’s as plain as the paunch under 
Klingraann’s weskit.” 

“Call in old Jimpanee Jim and see if he knows any- 
thing about it. If there’s a leaning island anywhere 
round the Pacific, he either knows it or it doesn’t exist.” 

“Jimpanee Jim,” said Cardinal severely, “is not in 
any condition: to be called in. When I last saw Jimp he 
was assuring the landlord of the Local here that there 
was a live typhoon crawling over his chest, and that it 
had legs, six green ones and a blue one. He had already 
fired at, and killed, the barometer for making faces 
at him, and he’d just done a good long cry because the 
_ doctor had informed him that it wasn’t possible to eat 

- gin as well as drink it. And——” 

“T thing it’s understood,” said Langard, “that Jim- 
panee Jim can’t advise us. Go and hike him aboard. We 
start to-night. He’ll be sober by the time Nukahiva is 
two days astern.” 

“I doubt it,” said Cardinal. “Jimpanee Jim has just 
performed a life-sized quench.” 

Jimpanee Jim was hoisted aboard and tied down in 
a bunk, while the rats played amusing and scarifying 
antics by turns. On the third day out he had sobered 
up sufficiently to ask for gin. Cardinal had been hold- 
ing down a course that bore dead north-east with 
desperate care. He shot the sun four and five times a 
day and checked off his position on the chart till he 
was ready to stake his life he hadn’t varied from the true 


124 PEARLS” OF DES DRE 


compass bearing by so much as a cable’s length. He held 
a straight course all the way, and when the wind shifted 
enough to make him need to tack, he took in sail and 
kicked up the motor. 

And yet when the log-line told of 538 nautical miles 
travelled since Apau Lai sank astern, there was neither 
sight nor smell of land. Cardinal swore that he sailed — 
right over the spot where the leaning island should have 
been. 

On the fourth day Jimpanee Jim was up. He 
demanded gin, got it, and went to the wheel-house. 

“Ever seen an Island like that?’’ asked Cardinal, the 
moment he saw him. He thrust another enlarged picture 
under the pilot’s eyes. 

Jimpanee Jim looked at it, hiccupped, blinked, and 
went quietly off to sleep, leaning against the binnacle. 

“Perish your old arteries!” said Cardinal. 

“’Fraid he doesn’t know that one,” said Langard. “It 
never even stirred a chord.” 

They tried him again later in the evening. 

But Jimpanee Jim rubbed his eyes and shook his head. 

“Go blind!” he said. “Me no sabby!” 

“Do you know any Islands at all round here?’ asked 
Langard patiently. 

Jimpanee Jim paused for a moment, irresolute. He 
was on the point of giving a violent and shockingly in- 
decent “No!” but a half-drowned intuition somewhere 
away down in his brain came up for a breath of air and 
pulled him up with a jerk. 

He thrust his head up into the wind, and sniffed. He 
looked carefully around the wide, empty horizon and 
sniffed again. He delivered his final verdict. 
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“Yeaaa!”’ 

“Give him the wheel, Cardinal. fet him have a go.” 

The curious little fellow took over the spokes, laid his 
battered sun-hat carefully on the binnacle glass, and 
closed his eyes dreamily. Now and then he opened one 
eye bibulously and blinked at the scene beyond the 
wheel-house windows. 

Then ever so slowly he began to veer the Zimbalene 


Off her course. Bit by bit and with no apparent inten- 


tion, Jimpanee Jim slewed the schooner round and 
headed her nose for land as surely as the compass needle 
swings to the magnetic north. There are some sailors 
whose land sense is little short of uncanny. Jimpanee 
Jim was one with land sense coursing through every 
inch of him. And before the sun sank into the sea that 
night they caught their first sight of the Island of 
Gulls. 

It rose up out of the sea sheer in the eye of the sun, 
a black leaning shadow cut into the vast orange ball 
of the sun as it touched down to the sky-rim. 

“Gosh, man, look there!” gasped Langard as he caught 
sight of it. 

The hands of both of them were trembling. The out 
line was unmistakable. Out there on a vast and arid 
expanse of tenantless ocean, uncrossed by keels for count- 
less years, they had found the great finger of rock 
wherein were hidden the Pearls of Desire. 

The sun went down in a garden of splendour. ‘There 
were vast splashes of shining colours in the sky, great 
banners of flaming glory that streamed out of the west 
in a huge spreading fan and lit up the under-breasts of 
the clouds in palette daubs of shining fire. 

hs 
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And in a minute it was all gone. Night had come 
like the closing down of a curtain. | 

Jimpanee Jim stayed at the wheel. Beside him on the 
binnacle reposed a half-bottle of gin, the only reward 
that could be appreciated by the alcohol-sotted little 
man. He was half tipsy. In a little while he would be 
completely tipsy. Here was a job that would probably 
require all his instincts, all his intyitions, and all his 
second senses tuned up to their finest note. And he 
could only aspire to that condition when he was drunk. 
There were barrier reefs to be felt for, openings to be 
found—in the dark of a tropic night. 

Jimpanee Jim found them. He brought the Zzm- 
balene through to a perfect anchorage in the sheltering 
lee of the great column of rock, within sound of the 
rollers booming sombrely on the beach. 

Langard couldn’t sleep. It was hot and stutty down 
below. He took a blanket and went on deck to wait for 
the dawning. He flopped down under an outswung boat 
and stared wide-eyed at the mighty leaning tower that 
sheered away illimitably into the night. The sight of 
that mammoth rock, alone and unvisited for hundreds 
of years, appalled him with the knowledge of his own 
absurd insignificance. It was colossal. an eternal monu- 
ment to the non-existence of Time. Lonely and alone, 
in a lonely sea. That’s how that rock stood, and that’s 
how Peter Langard, trouble-hunter, felt. 

For half an hour he lay like that, staring up at the 
huge finger, and then he suddenly sat bolt upright, with 
every nerve and tissue in him tingling like red-hot pins 
and needles. He held his breath, scarce daring to 
breathe, until the strain on his chest became intolerable. 
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“Good God!” he gasped, and rose quietly to his feet, 
nis head upturned to the black glooms half-way up the 
mammoth block of stone. 

Someone was singing on the lonely Island of Gulls! 

A clear, limpid voice, which seemed to hold in its 
glorious depths all the wistful pleadings of hope and 
longing and creeping despair, was ringing down to him 
from the black ramparts of the rocks. It trembled and 

vibrated with liquid clarity, and as sweetly in perfect 
tune as the softly-rung notes of silver bells. A young 
voice. <A beautiful voice. 

“Good God!” he gasped again. “There’s a girl—a 
girl in this damned awful hole!” Then he stopped. 
“But that’s ridiculous!” he remonstrated with himself. 
“The place hasn’t been visited for hundreds of years. 
It isn’t even on the charts!” 

But as though in gentle reproof of his assertion, the 
glorious voice came again, singing vibrantly to the stars, 
a dainty little love-song of a day that was lost when the 
years were younger. 

Langard leaned right out over the rail and stared up 
at the gloomy mass in incredulous astonishment. It was 
a girl’s voice, young and untrained, that was ringing 
down from the high black shadows. It rose and fell in 
sweet-lilting, clear-toned cadences that trembled in tiny 
echoes among the dark rocks like the hidden music of 
fairy waterfalls. 

It was an old-time ballad she was singing, a song of 
a younger century. Faint little lyrical sentences fell on 
his ears, sentences that were honeyed wit: the old-world 
romance of flounce and crinoline, honeysuckle and 
country lanes, maids and swains and village greens. 
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Sweet and clear it rippled to its end, and finished on a 
tinkling chime of wedding-bells. 

When it stopped a terrific silence settled round about 
on the sea. It was so intense that the gurgle of water 
trickling past the Zimbalene’s side sounded startlingly 
loud. The sudden creak of a mast might have been the 
enormous rending of an oak. It was a black void of 
silence that squatted down on the sea like some heavy, 
inanimate ogre, clamping the whole Universe into a 
death-like trance of nervous listening. 

Langard felt a tense, painful constriction in his throat. 
His mouth had suddenly gone hot and dry, and for a 
moment he was ready to believe that there were forces 
abroad on the waters in the darkness that were not of 
human accounting. The night was hag-ridden. 

The thing, as he saw it, was utterly impossible. Out 
there in the back-blocks of the Pacific, where the Zim- 
balene swung desolate at a seventy-fathom anchorage, 
the sea was as lonely and as unvisited as the very stars. 
Indeed, the stars, far up in the awful aloofness of stellar 
space, were not farther removed from the rest of the 
world than that great column of rock that towered up 
solitary and grim into the night shadows. It was Desola- 
- tion Sea, the waste wilderness of the Pacific, more lonely 
than the sun-blistered heart of the Sahara, more utterly 
removed from the human world than the dead white 
silence that reigns in peace at the Poles. 

The Admiralty charts in the wheel-house lockers gave 
him a flat denial of land in that vicinity. They were the 
very latest productions of the finest hydrographers in 
the world. Master mariners from one end of the earth 
to the other had conspired together to make them per- 
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fect for their own salvation. They bore the date of the 
present year, proved and corrected and vouched for — 
right up to the day of issue. And so far as land was 
concerned, the great white chart section that covered 
his present position was an absolute blank. On its broad 
surfaces were nothing but soundings, warnings of 
variable winds, and a few brief notes on the main tides. 
For the rest, it was a great, white, glaring blank, a 
hundred-and-fifty-mile square of emptiness. 

Other chart sections were full of warnings of mystery 
islands, reported by sailing captains blown out of their 
normal courses by typhoon and gale—sighted, logged, 
and lost again. Scores of them contained notes and 
annotations by the chief hydrographer, as hints to pass- 
ing mariners to keep a weather eye open for alleged 
landfalls reported by responsible captains and as yet un- 
confirmed. The sailing directions were peppered with 
such notes as these: 

“Captain Bellclay, master of the s.s. Potomac, re- 
ported an island in this vicinity on May 8, 1896. Sub- 
sequent survey failed to establish confirmation. Will 
all passing captains please take soundings and report?” 

Some of the annotations went back as far as 1760. 
Which meant to say that not since 1760 at least had a 
ship even sighted or reported that huge finger of lonely 
rock. That glorious voice up there in the shadows flatly 
denied the possibility of its own existence. 

Suddenly he felt the nape of his neck stiffen and 
tingle. 

The voice was singing again. It broke abruptly into 
a merry, jingling roundelay, a lively melody of gay 
abandon, verse after verse of it, that hung trembling in 
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the darkness, like liquid silver tinkling in golden 
fountains. 

“Well, stun me! Grind my bones and murder my 
babies!” : 

Langard wheeled with a jump as the bewildered voice 
almost bit into his ear. His nerves were all dancing 
about on edge, and he wasn’t at all sure it was not an 
apparition of Cardinal, barefooted and half dressed, that 
stood there staring amazedly up at the cliff face. 

Cardinal spat with deft precision over the side-rail, 
and Langard sheepishly muttered his relief. Whatever 
else ghosts have been known to do, they’ve never been 
known to spit. 

He mopped his forehead and glanced furtively at 
Cardinal. 

“Odd?” he queried. 

Cardinal stood where he was for a moment, rooted to 
the deck planks. The only expression on his up-staring 
face was one of sheer unbelief. The silver voice was 
rippling joyously along on a chorus of “Hey ai dilly 
down, dilly down dey.” 

Then he too mopped his forehead and nee “Split 
my immortal skull!” 

He went up to Langard and touched him on the 
chest. 

“Solid,” he muttered. 

He kicked one of the stanchions of the side-rail and 
exploded into a frantic swear. 

Hugging his great toe, he addressed himself to 
Langard. 

“Listen, Cap,” he pleaded. ‘This here hooker is the 
Zimbalene?” 
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“Yes,” said Langard, nodding his head decisively, as 
though trying to convince himself of something he him- 
self devoutly wanted to believe but couldn’t. 

“And my name’s Cardinal and yours is Langard. And 
this here lump of ocean we’re sat on is the Pacific—the 
backyard of the Pacific?” 

“T’m sincerely hoping so.” 

“And we've been together a long, long time, and we’re 
out hunting a bunch of pearls as big as elephant’s 
eggs?” 

“That, I believe, is blessedly true.” 

“And the little cocoa-bean who landed us here says 
‘Yes’ to the name of Jimpanee Jim? And the charts say 
that that perpendicular lump o’ dirt there don’t 
exist?” 

“They certaintly do.” 

“And this ain’t day, it’s night—an’—damn dark at 
that.” 

“It’s pitch-dark, Cardinal; half-way through the 
middle watch.” 

“But you can see that lump o’ dirt pokin’ up into the 
sky just off’n our stabb’d rail?” 

lin.sureI can.” 

“And you can hear a gal’s voice singing on that same 
lump o’ dirt?” 

“T undoubtedly can.” 

“You can, Cap; dead sure?” 

“Dead sure!”’ 

“Then, thank hevvins I ain’t alone in me lunacy. 
There’s two of us. We're clean loco. That’s what we 
are. Insane maniacs. ’Cos there ain’t no such thing. 
It ain’t possible, see? ‘There’s no ship, no sea, no pearls, 
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no you, no me, no rock, no gal, and if there is one she 
ain’t singin’. And what’s more, it’s broad daylight. And 
we ain’t here; we’re fast asleep in Santo Ped, and ina 
minute we'll both wake up. I know exackly what's hap- 
pened, Cap. Some heaven-deserted son of a sea-swab has 
been and doped my last bottle of rum; and if ever I 
lay hands on who done it, I'll carve the livin’ backbone 
out of him. Swelp me, if I don’t!” 

“And I’m not so sure I don’t agree with you,” said 
Langard, listening intently as the voice died away 
among the colossal crevices of the cliff. 

Cardinal turned round and headed for the cabin 
hatch. 

“We've got a haunt on us to-night, Cap,” he declared. 
“and I’m going to turn in before it gets the hair all 
pricklin’ outa my scalp like a Java ju-ju on a devil 
night.” 

“Pleasant dreams,” returned Langard grimly. “I’m 
going to take the dinghy ashore and crawl round the 
rock till I’ve run that voice to earth.” 

“You're what?” said Cardinal, pausing, with one foot 
down the hatchway. 

“Going ashore!” said Langard, making for the.after- 
gangway, where two of the schooner’s boats nosed 
against the ship’s side. 

“Then you are dotty,” said Cardinal disgustedly. 

Langard shinned down over the side on a dangling 
rope laddder and jumped into the dinghy. As he cast 
off he heard the voice of Cardinal overhead. 

“Hey, Cap, hang on a minute—I’m coming too.” 

“You—are—not!” said Langard very distinctly. “You 


are staying right there to keep an eye on things. And 


PEARLS OF DESIRE 133 
what’s more, you'll stay there till I get back. I'll be 
all right. I’m just going in order to convince myself 
of the non-existence of banshees and hobgoblins—and 
I’ve got my gun with me.” 

“But—but, hey, Cap——!”’ 

“T shan’t be wanting help unless you hear me loosing 
off my gun; then you can step ashore as lively as you 
like. But until that happens don’t let anyone land. 
There’s something too darned mysterious about this 
spike of rock to be natural. If anything happens to me 
you'll have to get that schooner back to Captain 
Nicholson. Get all that?” 

Cardinal swore gently below his breath and watched 
Langard rowing quietly away into the darkness. He 
watched him till he was lost in the gloom at the base 
of the great rock; then, still muttering dire arguments 
of chronic disagreement with himself, he ambled for- 
ward to see if he could cajole some sort of explanation 
out of Jimpanee Jim. 

The little pilot slept in a store-room right for’ard in 
the bows of the ship. It was as far away from the rum 
lazarette as Cardinal could get him, for Cardinal swore 
that even the smell of spirituous liquor was apt to fuddle 

the little chap’s brains. 
’ Down below decks, and before he had reached the 
crew’s quarters, he stopped as though shot. His nostrils 
quivered in the air like a stoat’s scenting a rabbit. He 
sniffed once or twice with his head craned forward, 
turning his tongue in his mouth like a connoisseur tast- 
ing wine. Then, making conviction definitely sure in 
his own mind, he breathed, “Gosh! A ju-ju fire! Aju-ju _» 
fire burning on the Zimbalene! Now, what the flamin’ 
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blazes 1s happenin’ now!” 

He tiptoed gently round the for’ard flat, sniffing in- 
tently at each bulkhead and store-room door, poking his 
nose against the panel slats and keyholes. 

At the third door along the ship’s port side he stopped. 
It was a reserve hemp and canvas store, and, to the best 
of his knowledge, had never been open during the run 
of the voyage. All the running gear and sails having 
been thoroughly overhauled before the ship left Santo 
Ped, renewals had not been called for, and the necessity 
had never arisen to open that store, all the spares that 
might normally be required during the fair-weather 
run being carried in lockers up on deck. 

Yet there, issuing faintly through the cracks and 
crevices of the store-room door, he could smell the smoke 
of a ju-ju fire—the unmistakable smell of sandalwood 
glowing to a slow heat like red-hot charcoal, with the © 
acrid tang of the kastz leaves biting the finer membranes 
of the nostrils. 

He pulled himself up with a start. No wonder there 
were queer doings going on up there on that great 
finger of rock; no wonder there were beautiful human 
voices flitting and fading around that barren stone; here, 
right under his very nose, a sinister potion s plack 
magic was being distilled. 

Cardinal had not spent half a lifetime drifting 
through the Islands without getting a touch of the 
mental tar-brush that is the first step along the road to 
belief in the powers of the medicine-man. Once he was 
away from the actual contact of it, once the crawling 
influence of their ceremonies and ritual was pushed 
back over a skyline or two, he was the first to pooh-pooh 
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the whole thing. He would brand it stuff and nonsense 
and pour scorn on it with the best of them. It is the way 
of the white man in the Islands. 

But, in a quiet chat over a final peg, or on hearing 
some raw youngster fresh out from home ridiculing the 
suggestion of witchcraft, Cardinal would be the first 
to offer an opinion that it was highly probable there 
was a good deal more in it than met the eye. It is im- 
_ possible for any white man to sojourn for any length of 
time among the more savage, wholly primitive Islands 
in the deeper recesses of the Pacific without hearing 
some very queer stories and, on occasion, seeing some 
very queer sights. When white men, blasé and inured 
to the life in the islands, meet other white men who 
also know the islands for what they are, and refuse to 
discuss it, but dismiss the whole matter with a shrug 
of the shoulders and a glance of the eye, you can be 
pretty well sure that their observed facts don’t quite lie 
down side by side with the logical formulas of the white 
man’s philosophies. There is something extra, some- 
thing that remains fixed and solid after all the explain- 
ing away has been done. 

There was the case of Tony Gastryn, the copra baron. 
Gastryn had offended a medicine-man grievously, caught 
him on a legal quibble over the matter of the price to 
be paid for certain concessions on an Island in Solomon 
Group. Gastryn’s office stood in the shade of an 
immense jarra gum-tree, over a hundred feet high. 

That night the medicine-man was seen to be burning 
jarra gum-wood twigs among the sandalwood, and at 
moonrise the next night, when he scattered the dust of 
the burning to the four winds, the great gum-tree fell. 
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It pulped the plantation office, Gastryn and all, four feet 
into the earth. 

There was Moickle, who beat a medicine-man till 
his back was raw. The missionary himself saw the old 
devil doctor burning mosquitoes and red ants over the 
sandalwood fire, and in the morning Moickle’s white- 
picked skeleton was found in his house. It appeared 
that Moickle, getting his feet tangled in a strip of 
mosquito netting, had tripped and fallen. He struck his 
head on the door jamb, and in twenty minutes the red 
armies had come and gone. 

There was Kilrain, who put the brand of shame on a 
chief's daughter. ‘The medicine-man burned food over 
his sandalwood—meat and bread and fruit and water. 
And Kilrain sickened and died. That’s all. Just sickened 
and died. And the steamer surgeon who got there three 
hours too late said that Kilrain had died from pure 
starvation, though the stomach was gorged with food. 
Every organ in his body was just starved to death. There 
wasn’t a scrap of nourishment in the whole of his great 
frame; it was a skin-covered bag of bones. 

Cardinal could have added to the list with another 
dozen, all equally ghastly, all equally mysterious; but 
just at that moment he preferred to will himself into dis- 
belief. ‘The contact was too close, the spell of it too near 
and potent to be allowed to get a stranglehold before his 
courage oozed out of his finger-tips. He had a strong 
dislike to being mixed up with that sort of business. 
Courageous against ordinary risks and dangers with the 
furious courage of a rat, he nevertheless admitted to 
“most of the unsettling superstitions of the sailor breed. 
He didn’t know how far a medicine-man’s powers 
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extended. The very fact that he made forcible entry 
or surprised him at his horrid devotions might auto- 
matically bring him within the malign nimbus of the 
sorcery. And kasii leaves were not nice. That much he 
did know. 

They made a man an epileptic before they killed him. 
They clawed and savaged his tendons till the whole body 
was drawn up into a screaming, agony-racked ball, and 
there was no release, no antidote. They mottled the 
skin and swelled out the tongue. On a drug-ridden sub- 
ject they turned the blood green. Sometimes it was the 
blood change that killed; it paralysed the heart. But 
generally it was the tongue. The tongue swelled and 
swelled until the victim, all coiled up like a sand-bug, 
choked to death. 

And inside that door somebody was being prayed to 
death by kastz leaves. Cardinal almost felt his own blood 
turning green at the thought of it. He did not know it, 
but the dominant urge that impelled him to go in and 
find out about it was that he was skipper of his own 
hooker, and that any black magics occurring on his ship 
would take place only with his knowledge and permis- 
sion. Boss he would be on his own ship, or A.B. on. 
somebody else’s. 

He swallowed hard, grabbed the handle of the door, 
and flung his weight against it. Cardinal’s whole life, 
he admitted afterwards, was a gaudy compound of bits 
of the unexpected like that. Cardinal sprawled with a 
crash on the store-room floor, partly because the wallop 
he gave that door would have smashed almost any ship- 
lock in the world, and partly because the door wasn’t . 
locked at all. Cardinal just hove his weight against an 
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unresisting mass of nothing, and the natural result was 
that ue hurtled into the room as though he had been hit 
by a stampeding bull buffalo. 

‘“ Jhat tha—hell!” he roared from under a pile of 
bolt of sail-cloth. His sudden advent had knocked away 
a @ at wall of canvas rolls, which fell on him like a 
co l*psing house. 

Tne room was swimming in a blue vapour of sandal- 
wood smoke, and the keen bite of the burning kasti 
leaves made him sneeze violently and with ignoble 
abandon. It was like unexpectedly inhaling a vast dose 
of peppered snuff. His lurid observations were punctu- 
ated with a series of resounding nasal explosions that 
shook the atmosphere nearly as much as they did him. 

Something underneath him was wriggling convul- 
sively, each herculean contortion bringing further bolts 
of canvas down about him. 

He had just time to screw his head through a mound 
of them to see a tall, lusty brown figure in full tribal 
dress slip out of the compartment. Then a brown hand 
slid up the bulkhead wall to the key of the bracket oil- 
lamp. A swift turn and the place was in darkness, save 
in the corner behind the door, where the sandalwood 
brazier fire glowed red as pigeon’s blood. 

The place was like a hot-house, fetid with the heavy, 
oppressive heat of noon jungle glooms. Cardinal 
coughed and choked and spluttered. His nerves were 
jumping and he was in a cold sweat of perspiration. 
He grabbed wildly at the thing that was wriggling under- 
neath him, and his fingers fastened on to an arm. There 
were beads and talismans and shark’s-teeth bangles all 
over it. Then the owner of the arm clamped his teeth 
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into Cardinal’s thigh, and he yelled out with fright and 
the pain of it. 

In a minute he had scrambled to his feet and 
slammed the door shut. Ju-ju and black magic was one 
thing, but gentry who possessed ordinary human teeth 
and bit with them were different birds altogether. He 
struck a match and held it over his head. If there was 
going to be a decent normal sort of a fight, Cardinal 
would be only too pleased to assist. All he wanted was 
a spot of light on the subject, just enough for him to 
see what and where and who he was hitting. 

But the wan glimmer of the match was insufficient to 
pierce the vapour of the reeking cabin. He struck 
another and relit the oil-lamp, turning the wick on full. 

As the light increased he saw the dainty figure of 
Princess Lihea pressed flat against the bulkhead, looking 
at him with something like defiant unconcern in her 
eyes. On the floor, emerging through a chaos of dis- 
rupted cloth bolts, another native head was protruding 
—an old head, with the hair turning white and scant on 
its poll, the face tattooed and aged with hundreds of 
little tiny wrinkles. 

_“Benas!” gasped Cardinal, staring at him in astonish- 
ment and wrath. “Well! Splinter my bones and rot 
my soul! How the howlin’ banshee did you get here, 
y hudderin’ old hoodlum? Hey?” 

He went over to the chief witch-doctor of the Kauai 
tribe and yanked him to his feet. “Hey? How did you 
get here?’”’ he demanded. 

The witch-doctor’s eyes had narrowed to small, un- 
lovely slits, and they were smouldering as red as the soul 
of his ju-ju fire. 
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- “You break it—you break the magic,” he was mumb- 
ling sullenly under his breath. “You break the magic 
when he nearly finish.” 

Cardinal turned angrily to the girl. a 

“What does the old fool say?” he stormed. “How did 
he get here? What is he doing here? What is he 
yammering about? Who’s been feeding him? Eh? Burn 
my body! Am I master of this bernaggedy hooker or 
am I boss of a floating hotel?” 

Lihea regarded him with a care-free indifference that 
became her royally. 

“Benas has been aboard here all the trip,” she said. 

“Who got him aboard?” 

“T’m sure I couldn’t tell you.” 

“Well, who’s grubstaked him, eh? Who’s fed him?” 

“That also is unknown to me.” 

“Well, what are you doing here—and in that rig-out?”’ 
Cardinal pointed exasperatedly at her scant attire. 

Lihea was in full royal ritual dress, which begins low 
and ends high. Her soft, beautifully moulded limbs 
were almost bare; they shone ever so slightly with the 
skin-sheen of perfect health in the light of the lamp. 
The brazier picked out the high lights on her in flashes 
of dull crimson. Round her waist she wore a great 
girdle of magnificent bird of paradise plumes, royal 
blues and purples and scarlets and flaming yellows and 
snowy whites, setting up a riot of gorgeous colouring 
around her middle. One huge beauty of electric blue 
was coiled in swathes round her head like a great sun- 
hat. It was luminous with a radiance of its own. 
Bleached socket bones clicked on her wrists and ankles, 
and a double chain of cowrie shells encircled her knees 
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and neck. It was Lihea gone clean native, Lihea back 
from the high schools and the veneer of inculcated 
civilisations, back to the primitive eternal nigger. 

Shé looked down at her dress with calm composure. 

“It is a feast night on Kauai,” she said. “The gods 
of Kauai are potent to-night. And there are some whom 
we would destroy.” She made her statements of fact 
almost with an air of condescension, as though Car- 
dinal’s failure to grasp the realities of her side of life 
rather bored her. 

Cardinal jerked a thumb over his shoulder. 

“That was Kalau who just went out, wasn’t it?” he 
snapped. 

Lihea half nodded, half bowed. 

Cardinal’s entry had brought the spell-making to an 
abrupt finale. The little cauldron containing the kastz 
leaves had been overturned and the contents spilled. 
The spilling of the hot dust broke the kahuna before 
the charm was complete. Cardinal pointed to the para- 
phernalia of Benas’s witchcraft. 

“Tell me about it,’ he ordered, and sat himself 
doggedly down on a bolt of sail-cloth. 

Lihea, not perturbed in the slightest, shrugged her 
shoulders and said: “It will do another night; the 
kahuna is not dead, it is only broken. Another night, 
on the rock maybe, Benas will slay with the death that 
comes of the prayers.” 

“Who are you trying to poison?” 

Lihea ignored him. “Kalau found Benas here in the 
room to-night,” she said. ‘“‘Benas sent for him, a message 
from the spirit. We both obeyed it. We found him 
here. The spells are more potent to kill if the King’s 
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hands are circling the cauldron’s rim, and if the King’s 
voice mingles with that of the medicine-man. But they 
will die. Go carefully, sailor—they are following who 
would harm you and wrest the treasure from your hands. 
Benas does not lie. He told your friend of the white 
girl waiting for him at the end of this journey. Already 
you are at the end of this journey, and the white girl 
is there waiting for him. Even though he laughed when 
Benas told him of her—yet he will go to her. Come, 
Benas,” she said, beckoning imperiously, “we will go.” 

“Not yet you won’t, m’ lady,” Cardinal assured her. 
“You just listen to me. If ever I catch you or Kalau 
or this old bag of brisket here concocting devil magics 
aboard this craft again, I’ll have you in irons and keep 
you there till we hit civilisation again. I don’t care a 
sailor’s drat what you do when you're ashore or what 
heathenish pranks you get up to, but you sure ain't 
going to turn any command of mine into a floating devil- 
devil house. You’re trying to land a hoodoo on this 
packet that’ll make her a Jonah for as long as her timbers 
hang together. G’wan, clear out, both of you—and keep 
out of cubby hutches like this, or I'll h’ist you clean up 
to the masthead.” 

Cardinal followed them out with the glowing brazier 
clutched in two sail-cloth protected hands. Straight up 
on deck he went, and dropped it hissing over the side. 
Then he sat back on the stern-rail and swelled to a 
righteous pride in the noble deed of having kept his 
end up, and listened to the sweet haunting voice up 
among the crags. In between times he told himself he 
was also listening for gunshots on the sinister shore. 


CHAPTER VI 


LANGARD pulled in towards the queer Island cautiously. 
At the bottom of his heart he honestly admitted that 
he wished the dawn would break. Hauntings, sirens, 
water-maidens, and similar legends of the sea, are all 
very well in the big bustling cities. Stories of them fill 
in odd half-hours interestingly and are always worth 
hearing—if only to make fun of them. But in the chill 
hours before the dawn, sitting in a small boat lap- 
lapping over black water towards an even blacker shore, 
silent and mysterious, unvisited for generations, listen- 
ing to the clear divine treble of a girl’s voice falling 
down from the rocks like magic music in a haunted 
wood, they do not seem so fantastic or unbelievable 
after all. The Unexplainable seems to reach out to you 
like unseen hands in the darkness, the Unbelievable be- 
comes more real and possible than death itself. It is a 
living, pulsing thing, grounded in the strongest char- 
acteristic of the human race. It is Fear. 

And Langard told himself that he wasn’t doing at 
all badly in merely going forward. Yard by yard he 
crawled in, dipping his oars soundlessly into the water. , 
It was half an hour before he found a landing, a thin 
strip of powdered coral beach that shelved down steeply 
from a high wall of rock buttressing it round. 

* From it he judged that Leaning Island was ringed 
around by its own coral reefs, and that the coral sand 
on the tiny beach was the powdered débris of centuries 
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washed up by the ceaseless tides and ground to dust ~ 
against the rocks. 

The tide was on the turn to the flow, and the sea slime 
on the rock-wall showed a rise and fall of less than six 
feet. He stopped out of the boat and hauled it up on 
the sand till it was almost clear of the water’s edge. The 
painter wasn’t long enough to reach to any of the out- 
juts on the rock-wall, so he anchored it down with half 
a dozen heavy boulders. 

The great column of rock rose away on his left, lean- 
ing out over the sea like an enormously magnified 
Tower of Pisa, and leaning over at a much more alarm- 
ing angle. The heel of the rock rose almost sheer out 
of a flanking area of land barely half a mile square. In 
the dim gloom Langard could see a few trees standing 
motionless in the airless night, like grim sentinels staring 
at him fixedly out of the darkness. 

Far up in the night he could hear the faint screaming 
of countless gulls, high up on the summit of the tower. 
‘Their cries were harsh and discordant; there seemed 
to be a running note of anger in them that was only 
slightly softened by distance. . 

Langard, with a crawling feeling spreading all over 
his skin, took a squint at his automatic and picked his 
way carefully towards the mammoth finger. Such soil 
as there was on the little cake of land appeared to be 
fairly good, and he thought he recognised bread-fruit 
and paw-paw among the trees as he passed. 

As he began to climb he heard the voice again. Rich 
and melodious, it seemed to be calling to him, pleading 
to him from out of the very heart of Time itself. It was 
egging him on, spurring him onward, yet persistently 
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eluding him. The higher he climbed, the louder and 
more insistent became the cries of the unseen gulls, until 
the singing merged into them and became almost im- 
possible to locate. 

At the end of an hour he found himself half-way up 
the rock, weary in bone and muscle, scared almost stiff, 
but undaunted. 

On his way up he had made a unique discovery. The 
great pillar was not solid. It was almost hollow, literally 
honeycombed with caves. Enormous great caverns 
yawned out at him from scores of places up the rock-face. 
One or two he tried to explore by the puny light of 
matches. Inside the caverns a great noise of rushing 
water filled his ears, coming up fearfully from the 
Stygian blackness of the interior. Huge galleries, high 
and glistening wet, opened out of the hillside and 
appeared to continue right into the heart of the column. 
The air inside was chill and damp as the interior of a 
tomb. 

One single sentence on the old cipher key was 
hammering on his brain, “Search the caves.” He regis- 
tered a mental vow that if he had to go crawling and 
clambering through those vaulted galleries of horror, he 
would have company with him. 

With the turn of the tide came a dull booming sound 
that drifted up through the caverns as though hopeless 
souls were beating on mammoth drums from somewhere 
back beyond the centuries gone by. Langard sheered off 
out of those echoing vaults and wiped the cold sweat 
off his forehead. The muffled booming down there in 
the far recesses of the column sounded like the voices 
of despair crying, “Doom! Doom! Doom!” 
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The singing had stopped again. All he heard when’ 
he reached the cold air outside was the ever-growing 
screams of the gulls and the faint sighing of the unseen 
waterfalls inside the rocks. He set his teeth and climbed 
on. 

A hundred yards from the top the voice began again, 
a soft crooning air that caught at his heart and almost 
made it stop beating; it was a little baby’s lullaby, sung 
in just the same quiet, soothing way that a mother would 
use to soothe her baby to sleep. 

He started badly at the first couple of notes, for the 
voice was very near. It seemed only a few yards away. 
He edged round a tall wall of perpendicular granite and 
crept towards it. Half ashamedly, he pulled out his gun 
and went down on his hands and knees. 

The voice grew louder, clearer, and infinitely sweeter. 
He peeped round the corner of the pillar and stopped 
as though turned to stone. For a couple of moments 
he forgot to breathe. 

Round the corner, a flaw in the rock formation 
opened out and formed a small natural plateau, about 
a hundred yards round. It was as flat as a tray and 
ringed round by the steep walls of the column, like a 
deep notch cut in a stick. 

Right in the middle of it a fire burned, a slow sea- 
weed fire that glowed dully red and threw off faint 
spirals of smoke that hung round the cliff walls like frag- 
ments of a thin torn-up mist. Throned in its centre 
was a great pot, cut out of rock, from which a slow 
steam arose. ‘The pot was cupped into the fire like a 
great egg into a nest. Every now and again came a whir 
of wings from overhead, as sea-gulls entered or left the 
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nesting eyries that pocked the walls in thousands. 

But it was not on any of these things that Langard’s 
staring attention was riveted. His amazed gaze was 
pinned in a helpless sort of fascination on a figure that 
sat, with her knees drawn up to her chin and her bare 

arms clasped round them, a little apart from the fire. 
It was a girl, a white girl. He had seen millions 
_ of white girls in his life, but this one came as a miracu- 
lous vision, the crowning capstone to all his ideas of 
feminine beauty and loveliness. She was sitting on a 
litter of dried sea-weed and bracken, her hair falling in 
great shining cascades of golden yellow gloss over her 
shoulders and back. The glow of the firelight lit her 
up in an unearthly beauty. Her chin was almost rest- 
ing on her knees, and her red, warm lips were moving to 
the soft words of the lullaby she was crooning. 

Her only article of raiment was a short skirt of sea- 
gull feathers. They were dazzlingly, glaringly white, 
against the soft tan of her skin. They were breast 
feathers, soft and downy, and they hung around her like 
a little kilt of frilly, driven snow. Her ankles were 
almost as slim as her wrists, and she was barefooted. 

Utterly impervious to the chill air, she just sat motion- 
less and stared down at the sea. The whole picture she 
presented was so perfect and so extraordinary in that 
awful spot that Langard felt his senses reeling. 

“Oh—my-—stars!””. he whispered, and found himself 
breathing in great long breaths that almost hurt his 
chest. He switched his eyes off it. The vision was too 
intoxicating to last. And besides, he wanted to re- 
member it always just as it was then—the glowing fire, 
the high black walls of rock, the myriad bright-eyed gulls 
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blinking at him from their roosts, the velvet darkness of 
the night sea all around, and that—that wonderful girl 
of a thousand dreams sitting quietly there by the fire 
staring down at the sea, humming a gentle little lullaby 
to the approaching dawn. 

In the dim glowlight he could see her soft breasts 
gently rising and falling as she breathed, see the bright 
reflection of the light in her lustrous eyes, and the little, 
sinuous movements of her fingers as she twined them 
about on her legs. She was looking down at the sea in 
the same sweet, gentle way that a mother might look 
down at her baby. As a perfect picture of free and un- 
trammelled grace, Langard had never seen or imagined 
anything like it. She was completely unconscious of the 
miracle of herself. 

He noticed for the first time that the dainty shape of 
her head was thrown into perfect relief by a little band 
of sea-gull feathers that encircled her head below her 
ears. Beneath the grip of the band her hair spread out 
like a great shining shawl and lay in bright clusters on 
the pallet behind her. But the great and enduring 
miracle of it all was that she was white: every line and 
look of her bore the stamp of an ancestry untouched 
and undefiled. 

The automatic suddenly seemed to go red-hot in his 
hand. He slipped it back into his coat-pocket as though 
it were a heathen idol and he was standing before the 
altar of an old cathedral. He felt for his handkerchief 
and wiped his hands; the palms were all cold and wet. 
He followed her gaze down to the sea, and saw what she 
was looking at—the Zimbalene, with a single yellow 
riding-light shining like an unwinking star down there 
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in the darkness. He could faintly see the outline of her, 
tall and slim and shapely, swinging gently at her 
anchors, half a mile below on the black reflecting 
surface. 

Peter Langard, trouble-hunter, man about the world 
and general free-lance along the highways of life, stood 
up and trembled. That glorious girl was looking down 
at the Zimbalene with eyes that were void of all mis- 
trust, empty of fear. She just sat and waited, singing 
to the white-sailed ship as she had been singing to it all 
night, friendly and unalarmed. 

And somewhere at the back of his bewildered brain 
he recaptured another picture: the picture of the 
interior of a devil-devil house in the twilight gloom of 
the Espiritu Santo jungle, with old Benas crouching over 
his brazier, slobbering and yammering himself into a 
state of catalepsy over something he could see in his 
cauldron; of the quavering voice and the shaking fore- 
finger pointing at him, and the old sorcerer’s senile 
assurance of a wonderful girl waiting for him at the 
journey’s end, a girl out of the wilds of the sea, white 
and fresh and beautiful. 

He felt himself standing on the threshold of some- 
thing new and unknowable, something that flouted all 
preconceived notions, and whispered to him that the 
age of miracles was not yet past. 

Langard advanced a few paces and stood half nervous, 
half respectful, wholly worshipping, on the outer edge of 
the plateau. 

For the first time in his bold, self-assured young life, 
Peter Langard had lost confidence in himself. He was 
mentally bareheaded and bewildered. It didn’t occur 
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to him till later that he was twiddling his hat in his 
hands like an overgrown schoolboy. He stood between 
her and the high wall of the eastern sky, that was be- 
ginning to grow luminous with the faint, pearly sheen 
of the dawning. 

She heard his footsteps and turned her head quickly, 
her song breaking off short on a little trembling note 
that echoed twice round the rock-walls above. Langard 
was not to know it—it was beyond the power of his 
knowing—but that girl when she turned and looked at 
the slim figure silhouetted against the sky, was looking at 
a man for the first time in her life. 

For a long minute they looked at each other, the girl 
just faintly surprised, but utterly friendly, the man ex- 
periencing all the heart-sinking emotions of one who 
suddenly finds himself standing insecurely poised at a 
great height over a sheer drop. He felt a helplessness 
descending on him that blotted out even his ability to 
think. At that moment the whole whirling gamut of 
life seemed to have stopped dead, leaving him stranded 
like a solitary survivor of some cataclysmic upheaval, 
staring in wonderment at his first vision of the new 
world, and trying hard to convince himself he was not 
dreaming. 

Their eyes had met in a dead level glance which 
Langard found impossible to break and almost as im- 
possible to support. It was as though a whole world of 
questionings, of hopes and fears, was rocketing across 
between their eyes. 

Then slowly her red, unfrightened lips began to curve 
into a smile, a smile of such perfect naturalness and 
happiness that Langard stood stock-still, with every 
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single one of his preconceived notions tumbling down 
in a riot about his ears. Hers was an ingenuousness so 
free and unforced that Langard felt a hot surge of be- 
wilderment sweep over him: he was left groping in a 
world that was all utterly strange and inexplicable to 
him. Her smile was so genuine and so delightfully 
naive that he felt half frightened of himself—and un- 
utterably abashed. It was as though he, an infidel, a 
heretic, an unworthy, was desecrating a sacred and 
beautiful shrine. He wanted to worship, but the faith 
was beyond him; wanted to serve, but the power was not 
his. He had a horrible feeling that his mere presence 
there was a profanity. The very look in her eyes was 
a caress. 

The whole amazing vision of it had him completely 
off his balance: the wonder of it held him in thrall. He 
was mentally blinded and stunned. The shock of seeing 
a white girl there, unembarrassed, charming and wholly 
delightful, was like a blow at the very brain-centre of 
his faculties. 

He moistened the dry roof of his mouth with his 
tongue and fumbled to pull off his hat. With something 
akin to vague surprise, he found his head already bare. 
His hat was tightly clenched in his other hand. Every- 
thing seemed to be very odd, very unreal, just then. The 
absurdly impossible had suddenly become commonplace. 
Realities had removed themselves beyond him; they 
avoided recapture with the elusive ease of dream 
thoughts. So he just stood there, nervous and_ be- 
wildered, wondering how on earth he could get back to 
the Zimbalene without making a complete fool of him- 
self. 
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The girl rose slowly to her feet. With her eyes still 
on the slim, white-drilled figure beyond the glow of the 
firelight, she put her hands on her waist and shook her 
kilt of sea-gull feathers out trim and straight with a rapid 
little shake of the hips. They rustled ever so slightly as 
they shivered on her body, and they seemed to look 
more dazzlingly white than ever as they clung about her. 

She came towards him; half shyly, half gladly, her 
hands on her breast, stepping with kitten-like grace and 
daintiness over the unevenness of the rocky floor. She 
stopped, less than a yard away from him; her lips a little 
way apart, so that they showed the edges of her teeth in 
two glittering white lines. 

“Hello,” she said softly. “Have you been trying to 
find me?” 

Langard took in a deep breath and stared at her. She 
spoke almost like a baby, coyly, innocently. There were 
little babyish ways and actions about her that seemed 
strange and incomprehensible to him, and yet quite 
natural and unaffected. in her. Now that she was stand- 
ing up, he saw that her ‘figure, unfettered and unspoiled 
by the ridiculous dictates of the dress designers of the 
great outside world, was a perfect poem of line and 
movement. There was a soft suppleness in her limbs 
and in the rounded curves of her muscles that made his 
head reel. Her whole figure was thrown into bewitch- 
ing relief against the shining wonder of her hair, which 
spread out behind her, wraith-like and beautiful as spin- 
nings of gold, from her head to her waist. 

Langard mopped his forehead and blinked. Uncon- 
sciously he thought of her as the-Miracle Girl. “Er— 
good morning,” he stammered out, and never realised 
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the puerile asininity of the remark. 

A tiny cloud passed quickly across her eyes. It was 
as though she was frightened for just one fleeting 
second. 

‘“Aren’t you pleased to see me?” she said, her big eyes 
looking anxiously into his. She put out a hand and 
touched him, resting her fingers on his arm and stroking 
it gently. 

She had a quaint little way of talking, with slow 
pauses, as though she were thinking out her words one 
by one before she spoke them—as though she experi- 
enced some little difficulty in thinking them out at 
all. 

Langard moistened his lips and looked desperately 
round the rocky niche. It was the most uncomfortable 
moment of his life. 

“Please—aren’t you pleased?” It was a wistful little 


 entreaty that almost caught him by the throat. 


He pulled himself together with an effort that was 
physical as much as mental. 

“Pleased?” he muttered. “Of course I’m pleased to 
see you, little girl. Most tremendously pleased—and I 
don’t quite know how to tell you. I’m pleased and— 
and delighted—and amazed. Why! this is most extra- 
ordinary! It—it’s miraculous. It’s awful!” 

“Awful?” she turned the word slowly over as though 
examining it. “I don’t think I know that word,” she 
said. 

He looked at her again, quickly, for she added: “You 
say a lot of words I don’t know.” 

Langard tried to get some sort of a grip on things. 


He was all painfully out of focus. He didn’t quite know 
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where to look for the starting-post: and he was feeling 
the strain of his own bewilderment badly. 

“Let me—let me introduce myself,” he said in a 
desperate burst of inspiration. “My name is Langard. 
Peter Langard. And I came here last night in the 
Zimbalene—that’s the Zimbalene right down there in 
the bay. I’m awfully pleased to see you. It’s—it was 
most unexpected, you know. I thought this queer lump 
of rock was uninhabited. Won’t you please tell me your 
name? I can’t call you the Miracle Girl, can Ie” 

“My name? Lona?” 

“Lona? A sweet name. A sweet name indeed. But 
Lona what?” 

The Miracle Girl looked puzzled. “Just Lona,” she 
said. “I haven’t another name.” 

Langard tried a different approach. Lona seemed to 
be too innocent and too extraordinarily guileless to help 
him at all or to make things easier for him. Her very 
manner of thinking quietly over his questions, as though 
‘reflecting on their real meaning before making her 
reply, was more than a little disconcerting. But Langard 
himself was slowly getting back to his poise. He was up 
against something entirely unique in his experience, 
and something of his old self-assurance, the bland 
suavity of the trouble-hunter, was coming back to him 
in his desire to elucidate the mystery. 

‘““How—how long have you been here?” he asked. 

Again that puzzled, wondering look crossed her eyes. 

“Why, always! I’ve always been here,’ she said. 

Langard was dumbfounded. 

“What?” he almost gasped. “You—you don’t mean— 
you were born here?” 
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“Yes. ‘This is my home. I was born here. I have no 
other home.” 

Langard mopped his forehead again and muttered 
“Phew!” under his breath. Things were getting beyond 
his grasp again. He made a valiant effort to hang on to 
them. 

“IT rather think you oughtn’t to be standing about in 
this chilly air without something more on. You'll be 
catching a most awful cold. Come along and sit down 
near the fire. You must tell me all about yourself when 
you're wrapped up.” He stopped indecisively. “But 
aren’t you feeling tired?’ he said. “You haven’t been 
to sleep all night—I’ve heard you singing for what seems 
hours and hours.” 

She bent her head towards him while he spoke, as 
though trying to follow his words without gettirig them 
mixed up or missing his meaning. Then she looked at 
him with a pathetic look in her eyes. 

“Please don’t talk quite so quickly,” she said gently. 
“T want to hear you talk. Oh, I love to hear you talk, 
but please—not quite so quickly.” 

She herself spoke almost slowly, but yet with a delight- 
fully childish articulation in her pronunciation. It was 
as though a girl of twelve were speaking from the beauti- 
fully matured lips of a girl of twenty-five. 

Langard took her quietly by the arm and led her back 
to her bracken couch by the fire. 

He thrilled to the warm touch of her. Her skin had 
the quality of sheeny satin, except that it was warm, 
vital, alive. 

“There, that’s better,” he said, as he sat her down. 

She deftly straightened out the other half of the pallet 
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and looked up at him with frank invitation in her eyes. 
“Please,” she said, in her quaint little way, “sit down 
with me and talk.” 

“But, my dear, you must be tired to death.” In spite 
of himself, he found himself talking back to her in her 
own slow, gentle way. 

She patted the place she had made for him and softly 
whispered, “Please!” Langard told himself that the man 
was either not born or not human who could resist that 
little elf-like manner and that pleading little “Please.” 

He sat down without another word, and she snuggled 
up to him with a happy little sigh of such utter content- 
ment that Langard felt his face go suddenly scarlet. 
With every atom of him he was wishing himself back 
aboard the Zimbalene: and yet he knew he wouldn't 
tear himself away from that delightful little girl baby 
for all the pearls that were ever born of all the oysters 
of all the seas. 

Her head was on his shoulder and she was cuddling 
his left arm. Her eyes were turned to the great dark 
panorama of the sea, flung out far below in dim out- 
lines of blues and purples where the darkness of the 
night was yielding reluctantly to the growing light of 
the dawn. 

He glanced down at her, resting there on his shoulder, 
and somehow he was glad he couldn’t see the Zimbalene. 
She was out of his range of vision, below the edge of the 
rocky plateau, and he wanted to forget her; to forget 
ships and men and all the rest of the world, to let every- 
thing slip unobtrusively by, as they had been slipping 
by that great tower of rock for years and years out of 
reckoning. 
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For several minutes, while the light grew pale and 
whiter in the east, neither of them said a word. And 
then Langard, stirring uneasily, said: ‘““Tell me, Lona, 
how did you get here? How long have you been here? 
How does it happen that you, a white girl, are on an 
uncharted Island that hasn’t been heard of for ages and 
ages?” 

“I don’t know,” she said dreamily. ‘You see, I don’t 
know anything much at all. I was born here. My father 
and mother were wrecked here ever so long ago, ten 
years before I was born. Daddy was captain of a ship, 
the Starbright, and Mother was voyaging with him. 
Mother told me stories about him. But it was so long 
ago that I almost forget her, too.” 

“Forget her, too? Why—don’t you remember your 
father?” 

“He died before I was born.” 

Langard suddenly felt himself go stone-cold. 

“You—you aren’t alone on this Island, are you?” he 
said incredulously. He held her away from him by her 
shoulders so that he could see her eyes. 

“There has been nobody here since Mother died—till 
you came,” she said slowly. “I didn’t know what it 
meant to—die: even though I knew that birds and fish 
died, because we used to eat them. But somehow I 
didn’t think that would ever happen to Mother. But it 
did. Because she never woke up. And I was alone.” 

“Good God!” gasped Langard. “Then you—you’ve 
never seen a man before in your life?” 

She smiled coyly and cuddled his arm again. 

“Mother always told me that somebody would come 
for me,” she said. 

L 
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Langard could feel the beat of his heart in his temples. 
His blood was pounding through them. He wanted to 
get up and shout and yell, to make a noise, to do any- 
thing to. convince himself that he was in a world of stark 
realities and not drifting along on the gossamer wings 
of some miraculously beautiful phantasy. The dream 
thoughts were there, all around him: they were part of 
him, part of the hour he was living. They were there in 
the girl—a veritable girl of a million dreams, in the 
naked giraffe-neck of granite rearing out of the sea, in 
the exotic niche in the rock with its weird pigeon-hole 
cotes full of sleepy gulls, in the snow-white, madden- 
ingly delicious dress she was wearing, in her child-like 
naiveté, in the velvet soft growth of the dawn, in the 
very air itself. It was all the very essence of phantasy, 
the cobwebby stuff of which dreams are made, fragile 
to transparency. 

And it was all so hopelessly impossible. A girl who 
._ had never seen a man before in her life, but who knew 
there were such things as men—and ships—and death. 
A girl whose life had been flung into such a lonely place 
that the normal speed of conversational speech was too 
quick for her: a girl who dressed herself in the feathers 
shed from the breasts of gulls, who had never seen her 
own father, who was so profoundly—and_ terribly— 
innocent of life and the world and of men that she was 
ignorant of the meaning of love, or déesire—or the sudden 
passion that may blaze for a reckless hour in a man’s 
heart—and die. She knew no more than the memory of 
her mother. The sum total of her worldly knowledge 
was contained in a fifteen-years* babyhood with one 
single woman on a little plot of land ringed illimitably 
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round by barriers of dead water, dwelling in a silence 
broken only by the sounds of the lonely sea and the 
crying wail of the gulls. Hers was an innocence that 
was monumental because it was compounded of pure, 
unaffected ignorance. She just didn’t know. Her know- 
ledge of sex, and her wonderment concerning the funda- 
mental differences between man and woman, was less in 
her than in a child of ten. She had no wonderment; 
curiosity had not yet come to her. She was still in that 
mental stage when everything just happens and is taken 
for granted. There were men, and there were women, 
that she knew. Her mother had told her so. But the 
whys and the wherefores of it troubled her no more 
than the blueness of the sky or the magnitude of the un- 
bounded sea that swung around her on an endless 
sentry-go. Neither doubt, nor suspicion, nor querulous 
questioning had yet crept into her brain. 

He looked down at her again. How could any man, 
feeling that eager clutch on his arm, sensing the per- 
fume of her hair, doubt that he was alive and not dead, 
or dreaming? How could any man, hearing the liquid 
music of that voice, and noting the odd little ways of 
her, fail to believe that she was real or that she knew 
the faintest truth of the flower and rock-strewn ways of 
life? She was just as he first unconsciously named her, 
a Miracle Girl—a girl from out the wilds of the sea, un- 
touched, unsullied, unspoiled, but feminine to the last 
dainty atom of her. 

He found himself breathing very quietly, half afraid 
to let her hear him. His one great thought at that 
moment was a splendidly honourable one. It had 
slipped in effortlessly after the first tumultuous thrill 
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of exultation, a thrill of which he was genuinely ashamed 
the moment he was aware of its existence. He was tell- 
ing it over and over again to himself. . . . Peter Langard, 
you've come to the hour in your life when you've got to 
step very carefully indeed; and the repetition came with 
the beat of the waters at the base of the cliff—very— 
carefully—indeed. 

“I knew you would come for me,” she whispered. “I 
knew you would come. But oh, you have been so long.” 

Langard felt a lump form in his throat, and he 
swallowed at it abortively. 

“How long, little girl?” he asked gently. 

She did not answer his question. Instead, after a 
little pause, she said: “Why didn’t you come for me 
before? Had they forgotten I was here?” 

Langard looked round helplessly. That lonely little 
sea-waif, of course, had conceptions of life in the great 
worlds beyond the sea that were dreadful in their utter 
futility. Her education didn’t commence until the 
moment her eyes met Langard’s, when he stepped out 
from behind the buttress of the rock-wall. And the tide 
waters boomed up from the heel of the column: .. . Step 
—very—carefully—indeed: very—carefully—indeed, . . . 

He was breaking ice at every step, and it was dan- 
gerous ice, risky ice. It threatened to engulf him. He 
was appalled at his discovery. Conversation with his 
little rescued sea-child was going to be a most difficult 
business. It had already been strained, disconnected, 
unnatural—like that of stage puppets when the words 
of their written parts have suddenly vanished from their 
brains. He was still groping round for the starting-post. 
There were things he had got to find out first before 
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he could hope to begin to break up the ice for her. 
He had to get some sort of an orientation on her own 
ideas, which he already knew were grotesque almost to 
sadness. 

“How long has your mother been dead?” he asked. 

“I was fifteen when she died. I believe I am twenty- 
five now. But I can only count on my birthday rock, 
and by the rainy seasons. There’s a big rock out there 
at the end of the reef—I call it my birthday rock. It 
only shows once a year when the low tides come. I’ve 
seen my birthday rock ten times since Mother died. 
Sometimes I’ve sat here for a whole week, waiting for 
it, before it showed. And when it peeped above the 
water I knew I was a year older. And still nobody came 
for me.” 

“And who taught you how to count—your mother?” 

“Yes. She taught me all I know. I used to be able 
to write once. But I can’t spell very well. When Mother 
was alive I used to do lessons every day, but I haven’t 
had time since. I had Daddy’s sailing-books to learn 
from, and a Bible, and Pilgrim’s Progress. I know 
seventeen songs, and I sing them all every day, so that 
I won’t forget them. And I read out loud to keep me 
used to talking. Dad used to make Mother talk to him 
even when there wasn’t anything new to talk about. 
He said that they must always try to remember all their 
words, because if they didn’t they would be like little 
children again when the rescue ship came. Mother 
always said he was the most wonderful man she ever 
knew, and that what he said was always right. He 
worked all day as long as the light lasted, when they 
came here. Mother always called him Captain. She said 
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he was a great captain whether he was on land or sea. 
He was never beaten and he never gave up hope.” 
Before Langard’s eventful days on Leaning Island 
ended, he recognised in that dead seaman not only a 
man who, in his time, was captain of his ship, but at all 
times was captain of his soul, master of himself. His 
ten years spent in the hopeless isolation of Leaning 
Island were years of epic courage, endurance, and splen- 
did endeavour. His few personal remarks in the log 
that he kept till the day of his death held him forth as 
a man with a faith that never faltered, with a heart that 
refused to break, and who even in the midst of the stark 
emptiness of the Pacific wilderness ordered his life and 
his actions with the calm regularity and far-sightedness 
of a captain still pacing his bridge. His word was law, 
and his law was just. For the first six months of their 
sojourn on that barren, inhospitable rock he made of 
his wife a work-beast, a creature who toiled till she fell— 


and slept where she fell, a moving automaton whose- — 


only function in life was to work and work and then 
work again. But if he did that to his wife, he made of 
himself an animal, a striving slave to whom he himself 
was his own merciless taskmaster. He flogged himself 
with the whips of his own thoughts, of his own know- 
ledge of the emptiness of the Pacific winter, when even 
the fish hunted too deep for his poor lines to hunt them. 
He never eased up on himself for an hour. He slept on 
the open rock so that the chill of the dawn should get 
into his bones and wake him, setting him to work anew. 

But when the winter came screaming across the blue 
Pacific and turned the soft slumber of the sea to a 
desperate succession of cold gales and storms and hurri- 
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canes, Leaning Island had emerged from its zons of in- 
hospitable torpor—it had yielded fruits and roots and 
wild vegetables, it had become a hostel to two stricken 
souls, it had yielded up its secrets, more fruits and roots 
and vegetables were outplanted against the coming year, 
two caves were filled with food to last through the 
winter; other caves had been cleaned out and made 
habitable, wood had been cut and stacked and hun- 
dreds of new cuttings planted, rock shields had been 
erected to windward of the more precious fruit-bearing 
trees—Leaning Island had become self-supporting, the 
sailing master had established the unbreakable spirit of 
the human race on his tiny kingdom. His régime was 
solidly founded, and it was to grow and progress as the 
silent years crept by. The same unquenchable spirit 
that caused him, on the pretext of possible rescue, to 
engage his wife in long daily conversations and exercis- 
ings of their vocabularies, when in reality he only did 
. it to preserve their sanity and decency, showed at every 
turn on the Island. The sailor had discovered in his 
wide wanderings that life without language is the short 
cut to the frightful down-grade of life without hope, life 
without shame—life on the plane of the animals. And 
he had upheld the nobility of speech to such fine intent 
that his wife communicated it to her child when first 
her baby cries wailed fantastically among the echoing 
vaults of that lost shore. And although that pioneering, 
undaunted soul had passed away, drowned in a sudden 
squall that created five minutes of yelling hell in the bay 
just three short weeks before she was born, he had left 
his name written imperishably on the Island. It was 
graven deep in the living rocks, it was cultivated into the 
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very earth that yielded up increasing harvest to the cycle 
of the seasons. 

Langard realised a little of it even then. The depth 
and worth of the captain’s character announced itself un- 
challengeably in his daughter’s survival. And Langard 
could understand why the pace of her conversation had 
slowed down, why her talk was still in the idiom of the 
schoolgirl, why the pronunciation of many of her words 
had become illusively altered and incorrect. She had 
had long, weary years in which to lose grip. 

As though sensing his thoughts, she stirred against 
his shoulder. 

“I can’t talk quite so quickly as you do,” she said 
apologetically. “You see, I haven’t had anyone to talk 
back to me since Mother died. I’ve read aloud, though, 
to the gulls, lots of times.’’ She laughed quietly, a little 
chuckle of inward amusement. “But I don’t think they - 
understood any more about it than I did. Pilgrim’s 
Progress is a very quaint book. Mother says the things 
in it didn’t really happen, but that it’s very true to life 
all the same. She said I’d understand more about it 
when I grew up and was taken away from here to where 
all the other people are.” 

“What—what was your father’s name, my dearie?”’ 

“Captain Lionel Gordon. His name is in all his books. 
They’re all tattered and torn now, but I’ve still got 
them.” 

“Then your name is Lona Gordon?” 

“Ts it? Mother always called me Lona. It’s a Tahiti 
name” (she pronounced it Taytee), “and it means Child 
of Storm. I was born in a storm,’she said. But some- 
times she called me ‘my dearie,’ too. It reminded me, 
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when I heard you call me that.” 

But Langard was still questing. ‘There was so much 
he could have said just then, so much he could have 
asked her and told her. But the amazing riddle of her 
being there was still unanswered. 

“But, my dear girl,” he said gently, “how have you 
existed all these years? How have you lived? This 
Island is nothing but a skeleton rock rearing up out 
of the sea.” 

“Well, it’s not quite all rock. Down there, on the 
other side, is the garden. There is nearly a square mile 
of it. Daddy has surveyed every yard of this place. I 
don’t know what that means, but mother said he had 
done it. He did everything here. There are three hun- 
dred and seven good trees down there in the garden, 
besides the others for wood for the fire. They are mostly 
bread-fruit and guava and coco-nut. Then there are 
- wild pineapples, four long rows of them; and lots of 
manioc root and yams and paw-paw. But Dad did all 
that long ago. He—he broke the land in. That’s the 
word. He broke it in. And Mother and I kept it on. 
As.soon as I was old enough I learned all about it and 
helped. Because mother said she might be taken at any 
minute, and I must be able to do things for myself. And 
now I do it alone. I have to be very careful about plant- 
ing at the right time, but I’ve always got more than 
enough for me. Sometimes the storms make it very hard 
work for me. They blow my trees down. I’ve only just 
finished replanting eighteen that were blown over last 
week.” 

“And you’ve lived on that, eh?” 

“Yes. And potatoes—there’s lots of potatoes growing 
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down there. A whole acre of them. Dad did that all 
himself, starting with ten potatoes, Mother said. I dig 
them and keep them in one of my store caves. I’ve got 
three caves full now: all buried in earth so that they 
keep. Then I’ve got birds and fish. I like fishing.” 

“What lines do you use, Lona?” 

“Strips of porpoise-hide all tied together. My real 
fish-hooks -were all rusted away a long time ago, but I 
use bits of twisted wire and barbs out of the cane-brake.” 

“And how about water? Are there any springs on the 
Islande”’ 

“No. But I always have plenty of water. —Too much 
sometimes—when it floods into one of my living caves.” 

“Then you depend on the rains?” 

“Yes; the top of the column is flat, but all hollowed 
out like the rest of it. Some of the top caves up there 
open into the others, and you can get from the top to 
the bottom of the column inside the rock. But some of 
the other caves up there have no outlet. They are just 
like stone pits, and the rain-water fills them. There are 
four rainy seasons every year, so I always have plenty of 
water.” 

“But, Lona, my dear, all this is very wonderful.” 

“I haven’t done anything towards it. Daddy did it all 
before I was born. He said he could make the Island 
support twenty people all the year round, and more than 
that, if he only had some stock and some tools. He made 
that big cooking-pot by chipping it out of soft rock with 
hard rock. He made names for everything. The biggest 
water-pit up at the top is called the Swimming Pool. 
That’s where he and mother used to bathe and wash. 
It’s deep enough for swimming; and Mother taught me 
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how to swim in there. Then there are four living caves 
with bracken beds like this in each one. He called those 
our Houses. Spring, Summer, Autumn, and Winter 
Houses, and a small one down near the beach is the 
Seaside House. We had four living caves, because some- 
times the storms are very bad, and with a living cave on 
four different sides we could always have one that was 
dry and sheltered no matter which way the storms came. 
Then there’s the Fore Bridge. That’s a cave right high 
up on the top of the rock where he kept all his books 
and—compasses and sextants, is it? It’s such a long time 
since I said that word. He kept all his signals on the 
Fore Bridge, too, in case a ship came near us. Twice I’ve 
stood and watched ships pass by.” 

“What?” said Langard in horror. 

“T saw their lights go sliding past me and they didn’t 
stop. Each time they came in the night. They were 
trying to find me, I think, but they couldn’t see the 
Island in the darkness. I shouted and screamed, but they 
were too far away. They couldn’t hear me and they 
couldn’t see my cooking fire. And in the morning they 
were gone. The first time was a year after Mother died. 
The second time was two years ago. It made me very 
unhappy. I think the second time made me ill. Per- 
haps I shouted and screamed too much. I couldn’t work 
for a long time afterwards. There may have been 
other times when ships came in the night, but if they 
did I was asleep and didn’t see them. If they did I’m 
glad I was asleep, because I’m so unhappy when they 
pass me by. And I wondered if they were always going 
to leave me here.” 

Langard was so appalled by the tragedy of it that he 
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could scarcely stammer out his pity. He could picture 
the whole heart-rending scene. That helpless little child 
of storm watching the approaching lights of her galleon 
of dreams at last, she who had waited a, whole lifetime, 
from womb to womanhood, for no other thing than the 
sight of that rescue ship, uplifted to delirious heights 
of blinding, frantic hope, only to be swept to the depths 
of hopeless, pitiful despair as the lights grew dimmer 
on the horizon. He could see the awful look in her 
eyes as realisation came, feel the awful dismay in her | 
heart, hear her distracted cries and heart-broken plead- 
ings—could almost vision the dangerous state of nervous 
collapse that reduced her to coma when the reaction 
set in. 

“Oh, you poor, poor little soul!’’ he muttered, and 
fought back a maddening desire to take her in his arms 
and cover her with burning kisses of compassion. The 
clutch of the hand that cuddled his arm was feverishly 
tight. It bit into his flesh and made him wince. 

Then it suddenly relaxed, and she murmured: “But 
I knew your ship would not pass me by.” 

“You—you did?” breathed Langard. 

“Yes. It was nearly sunset when I saw you. I was 
right up at the top of the rock, swimming in the Pool. 
And I saw the white sails—oh, so far away, where the 
sky goes down to the sea. And then, while I waited and 
watched, I saw the white sails turn. They came in 
towards me, pointing straight at the rock all the time, 
and I knew you had come for me at last. Oh, I’m so 
happy.” 

Langard had no word to say. Words seemed such 
futile, pitiful things. Emotions were racing in tumult 
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through his breast in such bewildering, exulting succes- 
sion that even the words of a prince of tongues could 
only have demonstrated their ridiculous inadequacy to 
express a single thought of his. 

So he just sat and watched the dawn come up out of 
the east in all its shining glory. The light flashed up 
white and clear: the flood-gates of it were opened up 
far down beyond the run of the sea, and it streaked 
up across the sky in a great far-reaching fan that lit up 
the world from the horizon to the zenith. The last of the 
low-lying western stars twinkled and went out, and the 
dim pools of blue and purple grew suddenly into firm 
outlines. The sea was no longer black and impenetrable. 
It was no longer dead. All in a second it picked up life 
and movement. There were wide-swinging rollers march- 
ing up in stately battalions from the outer deeps, glitter- 
ing crests of breaking foam tumbling in sonorous music 
over the reef, flinging scatterings of diamonds wantonly 
in the air. And the soul of the off-shore wind crept out 
of its shell and hurried quietly across the sea to pay faith- 
ful homage to the lord of the sun, already announcing 
himself on the edge of the earth. Great splashes of 
shining colour leapt into the clouds on the sea edge, 
lifted up and up to the heights, and commandeered the 
whole sky for its vorticist experiments. 

Then the sun pulled up, heavy-eyed and red with 
sleeping, bathed in the red pools of dawn mist on the 
blue horizon. He sat for a moment on the dark line of 
the sea, getting his breath after the first strain of climb- 
ing over, and then rode clear, as bright and as shining 
as a polished copper disc. It was dawn again in the 
Corals, a dawn that came up bold and fresh, a promise, 
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a warning, and a challenge in one. 

Langard heard a dainty little voice say: ““That’s very 
nice, Peter.” 

Unconsciously he wondered what was very nice, for 
the regal entry of another day was still musing his brain 
with its dazzle of splendour. She nestled closer to him 
as she said it, and with a solemn sort of puzzlement he 
saw what was very nice. It was his own arm. Unknown 
to him it had detached itself from his body, placed itself 
comfortingly round her shoulders, and then joined up to 
him again. He didn’t try to move it. He doubted 
whether it would have obeyed him even if he had. 
And, in any case, he was in process of admitting that 
she was profoundly, startlingly correct in what she said. 
It was very nice. It was very, very nice. It was slowly 
dawning on him that he was doing no more and no less 
than what he had urgently wanted to do the very first 
moment he saw her, to put his arms protectingly round 
those dainty wistful little shoulders, to feel the thrill of 
her smooth flesh, to press her close to him, to do what 
he would have described just two short hours before as 
making a blithering and picturesque ass of himself. 
Langard would never have believed that two hours 
could have made such a difference. 

Just for a moment he was staggered at the rapidity, 
the effortlessness of it. In all his highly coloured, hectic 
career this incident, the most bizarre and the most fan- 
tastic of them all, had suddenly become the most natural. 
It had just happened. There was a smooth ease about 
the whole thing that astonished him, yet left him per- 
fectly satisfied, perfectly content not to ask how or why 
it had come about. He knew all he wanted to just then; 
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and that was that the primitive little thing whose 
warmth he could feel against his heart had found an 
unutterable bliss in merely nestling against him, in feel- 
ing his arm round her shoulders. It was extraordinary, 
but at the same time there was not the slightest thing 
extraordinary about it. It was as natural as the dawn. 
He had been waiting for that moment all his life, look- 
ing for it ever since he left the cradle, and he was only 
just realising what an unnatural thing it would have 
been if it had turned out otherwise. That little girl 
under his arm might be as ignorant of men as the sea is 
of pity, but she was wise with the wisdom of all the ages 
when Langard’s arm went round her, she was wise with 
the wisdom of instinct that is older than woman herself, 
older than the mighty finger of granite on which she 
had lived out every hour of her life. And Langard was 
incapable of challenging his own peace of mind. She 
had not even asked when he was going to take her away. 

“Were you sure I should come for you?” he asked, 
with his lips close to her ear. 

“Yes. But at first I thought you were not pleased to 
see me. But you are, aren’t you?” 

“Very, very pleased, little girl. I heard you singing 
and—I couldn’t wait for the morning.” 

“I sang to let you know I was here. I saw your ship 
come in in the darkness. I watched the people walking 
about on her, and I wondered when you would come 

-ashore to see me. But the time went on and everything 
went very quiet; some of them came up to sleep on the 
deck, but nobody came for me. So I began to sing to 
you. Oh, I’m so glad you came.” The relief, the hope, the 
joy in her voice might have been rung on notes of gold. 
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They talked on till the sun hung poised high above 

the skyline in the full power of its heat, till the armies 
of gulls returning from their first matutinal raids over 
the bay made conversation well-nigh hopeless for 
Langard. But during that perfect two hours he 
succeeded, with endless relays of questions and sugges- 
tions and side-trackings, in drawing the whole amazing 
story of her life on the Island from her. 
_ It was a unique story, that made him tingle in his 
veins. Himself a rather self-assured, self-assertive young 
gentleman out on the high road of adventure, he had all 
of a masculine admiration for the man who could per- 
sistently keep his end up against all the odds Fate sent 
against him. But to hear it come softly from the lips of 
a girl, without exaggeration, without conceit, even with- 
out pride, was an experience that awoke ten thousand 
little yelling devils in his soul. And the marvel and glory 
of it was that she didn’t know she had done a wonderful 
thing. She honestly did not know that in merely keep- 
ing herself alive she had well-nigh worked a miracle. 
And Langard, for the fiftieth time that morning, founa 
himself inarticulate when he wanted to tell her the 
things that strove for utterance. 

And when he told her he must go back to the 
Zimbalene without her, she clung to him and begged 
him not to leave her. . 

He gently raised her up and patted her cheeks. As a 
father might comfort a child not quite old enough to 
understand, he told her that it would only be for a little 
while, and that he would come back almost before she 
had had time to rest for an hour or two. 

“My dearie,” he said, “you cannot come on board 
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dressed as you are. You must have clothes. And I must 
get them for you.” 

“T’ve never had any clothes,” she pleaded. “I’ve always 
worn these. Take me with you.” 

He smiled indulgently. ‘“Sea-gull feathers are beauti- 
ful things to wear when you are living alone on an Island 
like this, little girlie,” he said, “but on board that ship 
there are a lot of other men who—who would not under- 
stand if they saw you. For myself, dear, I always want 
to remember you just as you are now, dressed in those 
little feather ribbons that are like strings of fairy kisses. 
But before you can come away with me you must have 
clothes that will cover you properly.” 

“Why?” She cupped her face in her hands and plain- 
tively asked him why! 

Langard scratched his head and mentally wondered 
why himself. All he knew was that it couldn’t be done, 
and that it was beyond the power of an archangel to 
explain why she must wear clothes to a girl who had no 
more idea of sex than a babe of six. 

But after a lot of perfectly ridiculous assurances and a 
lot more, but heartfelt, promises, he got her to what she 
called the Spring House and persuaded her to lie down. 

“Promise me you won’t show yourself on the rock till 
I come back?” he said. 

And she tearfully promised. 

Langard scrambled down the column with his head in 
a whirl. His thoughts were flying about in a kaleidoscope 
of tangled fragments: and for the life of him he couldn’t 
make out why he had just beaten such a hurried retreat. 
He wanted to get back aboard, back among saner sur- 
roundings, to get away from the deliciously natural 
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unrealities of the vision in that rocky niche. But more 
than anything, he wanted to be back with her, to stay 
with her, and to let the Zimbalene and the rest of the © 
world go hang. 

Once he almost lost his footing on a section where the 
rock shelved away almost perpendicularly. He saved 
himself by a wild grab at an overhanging jutment of 
granite, and as he delicately regained his balance he 
caught a sudden glimpse of a white, frightened face 
looking at him from a cave away on his right. There was 
fear in her eyes, and her fingers had jerked with a spasm 
of horror to her face. Quick relief flashed across her face 
when she saw that he did not pitch headlong over. When, 
with a frown on his face, he went over to investigate, 
there was a swish of sea-gull feathers and the cave was 
empty.. 

““Umph!” he shrugged, and continued his way down. 
He had heard her say there were ways of getting down 
the rock from top to bottom, inside it. 

He jumped into the dinghy and pushed off. And 
again, as he neared the schooner, he could have sworn 
he saw her white, wistful face looking down at him from 
one of the caves that pocked the great column. Whereat 
he chuckled and informed himself that although the 
sensation of being mothered was entirely novel to him, 
it was a delightful one. 


CHAPTER VII 


CARDINAL had been waiting up for him. He hadn’t 
moved from his perch by the after-hatch all night. He 
was tired and he was sore and he was disgruntled. Now 
that the night had gone, and with it its terrors, he 
couldn’t see why he shouldn’t have been allowed to go 
ashore with his boss and have that initial rummage 
around with him. Ninety per cent of the thrill of a 
treasure-hunt is lost if one isn’t in at the death. It is an 
awful damp squib if someone else comes smilingly 
along to you and says: “Well, we’ve got it all right 
—had a great time getting it, but we’ve got it.” And 
Cardinal was morbidly convinced that something of 
the sort was going to happen to him within the next 
two minutes. 

With his own magnificent eyes aided and abetted by 
binoculars, he had studied the gaunt lines of the column 
ever since the dawn showed. He had hunted and scoured 
over every inch of the rocks, and had been rewarded with 
less than the flicker of Langard’s white drills up there 
among the honeycombed caves. He had paid persistent 
attention to the dark aperture near the top. He thought 
he detected a wraith of smoke up there once, but finally 
dismissed the place as the nesting-haunt of a few BANS SS 
thousand gulls. 

When, with a sudden uprising of great clouds of the 
birds, he saw Langard come striding out of that precise 
aperture, his disgust was all against himself. Even the 
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revolver-shot signals had failed to materialise. Langard 
had gone and done the job himself, taken all the last 
thrill and excitement of actually unearthing the treasure 
and getting the first sight of it. The hunt was as dead 
as mutton now, so far as he was concerned. In two 
words, Cardinal was fed up. 

Langard climbed in over the side. 

“Morning, Cap; had a good night?” asked Cardinal, 
with the acid of disappointment in his soul. 

Langard didn’t pay much attention to him. He was 
busy giving his steward a long and voluble string of 
orders and instructions. 

“Yes, pretty good,” he said, without enthusiasm. 

“Make any remarkable discoveries?” 

“Er—oh yes.” 

“Such as findin’ out who owned the voice up there, 
I s’pose?”’ 

“Voice? Voice? Oh yes, I did find out something 
about that voice.’’ Langard tried to finish his instruc- 
tions to the steward, but Cardinal was in rebellious 
mood. 

“It stopped one hour and thirty-two minutes after you 
landed!” he observed. 

“Did it? Wouldn't be surprised. Yes, I suppose that 
would be about the time.” 

“Never had to loose off your gun, either, did you?” 

“Gun? Oh! Couldn’t think what you meant for the 
moment. No. No guns last night, Cardinal. Nobody 
wants a gun at all ashore there.” 

“Well, was that hobgoblin voice guarding the treasure, 
or was it just one of the local effects?” 

Langard looked at him oddly for a moment. 


. 
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“The what?” he asked, mystified. 

“The treasure, Cap. The packing-case full of pearls, 
Captain Kidd’s treasure. Buried loot—’”’ 

Langard looked startled. He wheeled and stared.at 
the rock, shimmering in the morning heat haze. 

“Struth, yes!” he said. “Treasure! By gosh, yes! 
That’s what I went ashore for, wasn’t it? That’s the 
place where the stuff is supposed to be! Of course! 
Say, Cardinal——”’ 

But Cardinal had reared up to his feet and was staring 
at Langard with righteous indignation shooting out of 
his eyes. 

“Well! Blind and rot and burn and scorch and powder 
my dratted body!” he snorted. ‘Say, what’s come over 
you, Cap? You haven’t been having a night out with 
wimmin, have you?” 

He rolled disgustedly across the deck, propped his 
arms on the side-rail, and swore explosively at a boat- 
load of Kanakas scrubbing the ship’s side. 

Langard finished his instructions to his steward, with 
one single illuminating item. 

“Oh, and a hand mirror!” he said. “Pack it all up 
together and make a bundle of it. But don’t, if you want 
to hold on to your life, forget that hand-mirror.”’ 

Langard went below to his own cabin, leaving an 
astonished, amazed, and disgusted Cardinal staring after - 
his retreating figure. 

So far as Cardinal could see, the world had started 
playing a darn silly joke on him, and only he knew 
about it. There was a long and painful period in which 
righteous indignation warred hotly with wrathful dis- 
belief. Then he sat himself down on a port-side bollard 
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and volcanically eased his mind. 

His language progressed steadily through the planes 
of incredulity, touchiness, pain, sorrow, and unbelief to 
purposeful eruption, delirium, and cataclysmic earth- 
quakes. It appeared that the only thing which could 
possibly give Cardinal any lasting peace of mind would 
be a suddenly acquired ability to eat the whole per- 
nickety schooner, crew and all. And it would also help 
considerably if, by some dispensation of providence, his 
eyeballs could have burst, his nerves been scraped, his 
knee-caps powdered, and his liver parboiled. 

From which it might be assumed that Peter Langard’s 
outrageous declension had pushed Cardinal’s slant on 
life clean out of the perpendicular. It had. It had put 
a crick in it that resembled a double oblique. 

Jimpanee Jim came slouching along aft and asked for 
rum. And that, of course, was where Jimpanee Jim and 
prudence parted company. 

He was dressed in his shore-going rig. That is, his 
normal blue jean shorts, gaudy football jersey, and grass 
hat were notable for the addition of the tomato-tin on 
its necklace of rope. | 

For in Jimpanee Jim’s very delightful conception of 
the universe, every landfall harboured a saloon. That, 
on the Jimpanean assessment of the fundamentals of 
existence, was one of life’s eternal verities. And, further- 
more, it was the one single arguable excuse for the white 
man’s continuance in the Islands. 

To the best of his knowledge he was going ashore. 
During the run from Santo Ped he had succeeded in 
establishing a corner in coins on board the Zimbalene. 
For services rendered to individual members of the 
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Kanaka crew—mostly small gifts of scarlet flannel pirated 
from the ship’s stores—he had practically cleared the 
fo’c’sle of its floating currency. Coins of about fifteen 
different civilisations glutted the bottom of the tomato- 
tin, and the pudding of wet sand above them was re- 
duced to the thickness of a pie-crust. In the fullness of 
time those coins would be transmuted into a magnificent 
and prolonged quench, for it was inconceivable to Jim 
that land could exist anywhere without its concomitant 
pub. 

But meanwhile his contract with Cardinal owed him 
a vast alcoholic send-off. Jimpanee Jim’s thought- 
processes were apt to be a trifle hazy on any subject 
other than instinctive navigation. But he was quite 
positive the Zembalene owed him a lot of rum. A vast 
lot of rum. Probably more than the earth could safely 
hold. Had not Cardinal seized him one day, showed him 
a picture of an Island, and said, in effect: “If you can 
take me to that Island you shall have more rum than 
you can comfortably keep outside of’? Certainly he had. 

And had he not seen the cases of the beautiful stuff 
being sent aboard, cases and crates and casks of it? 
Certainly he had. . 

And hadn’t he taken Cardinal direct to that Island? 
Wasn’t that the very identical lump of rock glimmering 
there in the down-drenching heat less than a cable’s 
length abeam? The man wasn’t born who could deny it. 

Very well, then. The cosmos in general and the 
Zimbalene in particular owed Jimpanee Jim a souse- 
up of such superb immensity that it would probably 
become historical He had done the job, therefore 
the reward was due—and Jimpanee had long since 
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discovered that time, tide, and alcohol wait for no man. 

“Boss, givvum rum,” he said. - 

Cardinal didn’t hear him the first time. His single- 
track mind was still occupied with the remnants of a 

.vocabularistic explosion that had maintained an un- 
broken sequence for over four minutes. He was still 
pointing out to the world his cultivated opinion of a 
man who would engage himself upon a treasure-hunt 
for what promised to be the most magnificent collection 
of pearls the world had ever seen, locate the exact Island 
on which the pearls were hidden, land on it, stay ashore 
for many hours, and then come off blissfully unaware of 
his original purpose for going ashore. ‘The concentrative 
effort had rather dulled his other faculties, and his swear 
tailed off for lack of visible opposition. There was no 
re.ort, no gauntlet thrown to challenge the rectitude of 
bis observations. He felt that he was hammering at a 
coor that already stood wide open. 

And then Jimpanee Jim, with the querulous persist- 
ence of his tribe,.stamped on his bare toes and again de- 
manded reservoirs of rum. 

For roughly six seconds there was a taut and tangible 
silence. It was invisible, but as noticeable as a blue-hot 
current. In that brief interlude Cardinal massed his 
forces. He called up his vocal armies and reinforced 
them with mighty relays of unsuspected reserves; 
marshalled them ten deep along the road of palpitat- 
ing intentions, and sent them hurtling at the head of 
the pilot. 

Jimpanee Jim, half-way through a placid reiteration 
of his demand for elysium, received the full shock of it 
in mid-career. His own requirements collided with an 
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avalanche of language of such irresistible ferocity that 
even Jimpanee Jim was shaken out of his usual monu- 
mental impassivity. He looked at Cardinal for a few 
horrified moments as the captain of the Zimbalene 
whizzed into his stride. Then he began to back away, 
with Cardinal following him up, hitting on all six and 
stepping on the gas. 

Jimpanee saw that his skipper was afflicted with what 
he himself described as a “worry belong him belly.” 
The moment was not propitious for the further dis- 
cussion of anything even remotely resembling spirituous 
liquors. Well, it didn’t matter a great deal. It was a 
jamboree postponed. To-morrow would arrive without 
doubt or impediment. To-morrow, maybe, would see 
the worry gone from Cardinal’s belly. And the tomato- 
tin was full of possibilities, anyhow. He rolled non- 
chalantly against the ship’s side and flopped himself 
over. Jimpanee Jim was going ashore as ever was. 

Cardinal pulled himself up short on a word and 
blankly surveyed the spectacle. The little pilot hit the 
water flat, went under, reappeared, and began swim- 
ming, smoothly but at an amazing pace, towards the 
Island of Gulls. The tomato-tin dangled under him in 
the water, and his tattered grass hat clung rakishly to 
the back of his odd little head. It seemed utterly absurd 
’ and incomprehensible that such a travesty of the human 
figure, so slight, so shrivelled and withered, could dis- 
play so consummate a grace and skill in the water. 

“Hey! Come outer that, you little rat!’’ yelled 
Cardinal, dancing about by the rails. “There’s no 
boozery ashore there—and the sharkos here don’t know 


your language!” 
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But the little man knifed ahead, as sublimely uncon- 
scious of Cardinal’s peremptory orders as of the pair of 
dorsal fins that suddenly ceased their idle flapping above 
the water and began to speed towards him. 

Cardinal pulled his gun, swearing under his breath 
like a highly annoyed badger. He took deliberate aim 
at one of the vicious black triangles cutting through the 
water. The gun kicked in his hand and the shark-mates 
dipped under together, one with a hurried switch of his 
tail. 

A moment later Jimpanee Jim dived, too. So far as 
Cardinal could see, the little brown man had not noticed 
the sharks. From his position in the water he couldn’t 
even have seen them. But Cardinal knew that just be- 
fore the queer little man slipped under, leaving his grass 
hat floating pathetically behind him, a wizened brown 
hand had slipped to the knife-sheath on his hip. 

Cardinal saw the swift under-water drama that fol- 
lowed almost as clearly as though he were looking into 
a glass tank. The water was as glassily clear as liquid 
crystal, and the little pilot was less than thirty yards 
from the ship’s side. 

Jimpanee Jim went down on a ten-foot slant and then 
tipped into a head-on perpendicular as the dog-shark 
swirled at him. With about a second to spare he twisted 
upward again—in a beautiful whale-bone curve that 
seemed to be too poetically artistic to be a move in life- 
and-death challenge. He contracted himself into a ball, 
and the streaking body of the great fish plunged by 
underneath him, struck and pivoted as though on an 
axis. 


But it had missed; its swift, vicious surprise strike 


PEARLS OF DESIRE 183 


had failed. And all the fearful, shearaway velocity was 
lost as it banked round on the turn. The great tail 
flailed angrily into the water in a mighty sideways sweep 
to pick up speed again. But the distance was too short. 
In a second it was within striking distance again—and 
the little man was flat in the water, head on to it. 

It was the old Kanaka shark-fighting dodge, as old as 
the hills and as common to the beach of Fufuti as to the 
tay of Colombo or the harbour of Singapore. Jimpanee 
fim had writhed into a perfect horizontal, knife-hand up- 
raised, his left outstretched towards the oncoming shark, 
and a headlong collision as inevitable as between two 
trains meeting on a single track. 

The shark impacted full against the outflung palm 
with its pointed snout. It pushed Jimpanee Jim back- 
wards in the water. But in that second two deadly 
swift stabs went home on the shark. The knife-hand 
came down twice with whip-like force, and then, using 
the shark’s snout as a push-off stance, the brown body 
shot sideways. 

It all seemed so very simple and unexciting. The very 
silence in which it was enacted down there in the limpid 
depths gave it an air of slow unreality that robbed it of 
its wild thrill. But it was very obvious that something 
awful had happened to that shark, for it suddenly went 
into a frantic riot of convulsions. It leapt about in the 
water like a mad thing, zooming about in great jerky 
circles that left a dim mist of tiny bubbles in its wake. 

Then it hit the ceiling, flying ten feet out of the water 
in an agonised somersault. It broke surface and twisted 
in a wide arc through the air, the water streaming from 
its hurtling body and its great tail flapping madly. It 
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struck the water again with a crash and went careering 
along in erratic lines on the top of the water, its dorsal 
fin creaming the surface into a white foam. 

Jimpanee Jim’s head bobbed above water just as the 
shark crashed back. He shook his head like a rat and 
looked round for the second one. He had fought sharks 
too often and knew too much about them not to know 
what was coming. 

The second shark, sensing calamity, rushed off ‘n 
search of its mate the moment its first wild frenzy sen* 
it flying up out of the water. It followed him round, 
half frantic with concern, streaking through the water 
close by its side, sounding when he sounded, shooting 
upward with him when he shot upward. 

But it was plain that the thing that had happened to 
him was beyond the range of shark language to impart. 
The instinctive understanding and mutual inherencies 
had broken down. She followed him up for several 
minutes, striving to elucidate the frightening mystery. 

But the mystery was insoluble. She turned and left 
him to his madness. She couldn’t understand it, and he 
appeared to be unable to tell her. So she steamed back 
in a white heat of fish fury, to obliterate the cause of all 
the trouble. 

There was a grim purposefulness in the way she 
wheeled over and cut a straight line back to where 
Jimpanee Jim waited, unconcernedly treading water 
and prodding at a jelly-fish, a yard across, that lobbed 
against him as it passed. 

He saw the battle signal raised as the cut-water fin 
swept towards him. He abandoned the jelly-fish and 

_swam towards the new challenger, idly but alert, as 
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though he was profoundly bored by the whole affair, 
yet quite aware of the necessity for going through with it. 

And the same grimly silent battle was fought out on 
exactly the same lines. The little man dived, waited for 
the shark to strike, and catapulted upward as the thing 
rushed under him. He flattened as it turned, and 
awaited the collision with a al as straight in the 
water as a boat-keel. 

Again the shark charged, and again the knife-hand 
thudded down twice with the mechanical solidity of a 
steam hammer. And the same convulsive result was 
obtained on the shark. For immediately there were, not 
one, but two demented things plunging about in mam- 
moth helplessness through the sudden appalling black- 
out of utter blindness. The two of them, with both their 
pig-like eyes shattered, swept on and on into the eternity 
of slowstarvation that began for them from that moment. 

Jimpanee Jim bobbed up again and swam over to his 
hat. He jammed it on the back of his head, and con- 


tinued on his unruffled way to the tiny beach. Such. . 


things as shark-fights, it would seem, even in the normal 
run of affairs, were merely regrettable but unavoidable 
interludes in between drinks. 

Cardinal watched him go. He thought about sending 
away the gig in chase. But he reckoned that Jimpanee 
Jim would be walking up the beach almost as soon as 
the crew could be got into the boat. And in any case, he 
reflected, Jim would come swimming off at the double 
as soon as he discovered that the resources of the Island 
broke down at saloons. 

He shrugged his shoulders and went below to see if 
he could coerce a line of information out of Langard. 
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His owner might, or might not, unbend sufficiently to 
give him a lucid reason for going ashore and ignoring 
what he had gone for. 

He pushed into Langard’s cabin—and came to an un- 
believing full stop. 

Peter Langard, trouble-hunter, hobo, and journeyman 
adventurer, was shaving himself with immaculate care. 
There was also every evidence in the cabin of a fresh- 
water bath just completed, and that his carcase had just 
been subjected to a complete change of linen. His hair, 
too, was beautifully brushed and brilliantined. 

Cardinal blinked and tried to assimilate the exhibi- 
tion. Neat and smart Langard had always been, some- 
times even to the point of being dressy. But that was 
only when he was ashore, when his company would have, 
perforce, to obtrude upon others, where white women 
would have to be met and spoken to, and where, for the 
sake of the colour of the salt of the earth, the white 
man needs to stamp himself a little above the rest. But 
not on board: not half-way through a schooner cruise, 
hundreds of miles from civilised society, with nothing 
more in sight than a huge finger of barren rock pointing 
up out of the sea. 

The little sailor-man turned a bilious eye on a mani- © 
cure set lying open on the top of a set of lockers. 

“Want any rose-water, Cap?” His tone was withering, 
but there was a bite in it. 

Quite apart from being offended—or even shamed— 
Langard appeared to contemplate the matter. 

“Rose-water?” he said pensively. ‘Let me see, now! 
Rose-water. It’s not a bad idea, Cardinal. Make a note 
of it, will you? It may be obtainable back in Nukahiva.” 
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Cardinal swallowed. 

“Can I brush your eyebrows?” he suggested. 

“Thank you. I think I can manage them myself.” 

“A pity. A great pity. I’d love to have brushed your 
eyebrows. Shall I send the gig ashore to gather flowers 
for your cabin?” 

Langard did an inward grin, but outwardly he pre- 
served a frigidly polite countenance. 

“Thank you. I shall be going ashore again myself in 
a few minutes. I will see to it.” 

Cardinal scratched his head and eyed his chief 
critically. Secretly he was harbouring a nasty suspicion 
that the goblins had got him. Beautiful feminine voices 
don’t come ringing down from the darkness of the cliff- 
tops of uninhabited islands—well, not as a rule. Only 
jinns and jinxes can arrange for séances of that type. 
And whatever sinister power it was that lurked ashore 
there, it had certainly succeeded in getting its malign 
influence firmly planted on the fool who was reckless 
enough to go ashore and investigate it. 

“Oh! Going ashore again, are you?” he said. 

“Yes. Vl probably be gone all day.” 

“Don’t happen to have a notebook on you, I s’pose?” 

“Yes. I have one somewhere. Why?” 

“Only that if you happen to find yourself with nothing 
to do, or if time begins to hang a bit heavy on your 
hands, you might just make a note to have a look round 
for some treasure that is alleged to be parked there some- 
where. It isn’t much, I don’t suppose, not as treasures 
go. A packing-case full of pearls—merely, and, as I say, 
scarcely worth worrying about. But if you should have 
an hour to spare——” 
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Cardinal trailed away into silence, and looked hope- 
fully at Langard. 

Langard gave his face a rub with an alum block and 
surveyed the effect in his shaving-glass. 

“Very satisfactory,” he murmured. 

“Very pretty indeed!” agreed Cardinal acidly. “Might 
I suggest a little lip-salve and a spot of rouge? Or maybe 
Lihea can let you have a dash of nigger patchouli—a 
vagrant suspicion of perfume is the last touch to the 
perfect coiffure, I’m told.” 

Langard rang for his boy, and told him to clear up the 
mess. Then he turned with a bland affability to his side- 
kicker. 

“Cardinal,” he said, “you are going back to Nukahiva 
to-night.” 

“J—eh? What did you say?” asked Cardinal in- 
credulously. 

“And I want you to bust up the records, too. Make 
a rush job of it. Run the motor all the way, no matter 
what the wind is. I’ll give you a whole list of stuff I 
want you to get me from there. You'll have to raid the 
shops, I reckon—such as they are. But, first, I want you ~ 
to provision the gig and send it ashore. You can tow it 
with the dinghy. Anchor it in the lee of the big rock, 
and see that the sails are all O.K.” 

Cardinal stared at him like a man in a dream. 

“The heat hasn’t got you, has it, Cap?” he asked 
anxiously. 

Langard waved the question aside. 

“I want you to provision that gig with enough stores 
to last me until you get back, allowing for all possible 
emergencies. And listen—I want provisions for two!” 
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Cardinal did not answer. He looked at Langard for a 
long time in a deep and horrified silence, during which 
time he took a mental snapshot of the universe. It was 
rotating at a unique speed, and some of its more intricate 
jazz movements were curiously difficult to follow. The 
sailor, for the first time in his career, was flat aback. For 
some time his descriptive faculties refused to function in 
any way whatsoever. ‘They zizzed out of his head and 
left there nothing but a painful white blur, through 
which he groped blindly. Then they eased up ever so 
slightly on him, and released to circulation one tiny 
moiety of expression. 

“Boil my blood!” he gasped. 

Langard continued. 

“IT want you to see that those provisions are the very 
nicest there are in the whole ship. Turn out the stores 
and rake out all the best you can find. I want tea and 
coffee and cocoa and sugar, tins of milk and eggs, and 
a slab of streaky back bacon; tins of fruit and cream and 
some of those boxes of preserves. ‘There’s some blocks 
of milk chocolate, too, emergency wreck rations, I be- 
lieve; put some of those in, too. Get a chicken cooked 
and a joint of beef from the refrigerator. Tell the cook 
to make up the biggest assortment of sweet cakes and 
things he’s ever made in his life. A teapot and cups and 
saucers and knives and forks; salt and pepper and a 
bottle or two of sauce. Some jellies and flour and a lot 
of bread—oh, and baking-powder. And—and—can you 
think of anything else?” 

“Small but choice section of the moon?” inquired 
Cardinal. ‘‘Or one of the private rooms of the Waldorf 
Astoria? The Zimbalene Universal Supply Stores are 
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equal to all emergencies. All orders promptly——” 

“You see, it’s like this,’ said Langard heedlessly. 
“There’s a girl there out on that stick of rock who has 
been marooned there for twenty-five years. She’s been 
waiting for us, Cardinal, waiting for us ever since she 
was born. Think of it, man—a whole life-time spent in 
waiting for the ship of her dreams. And we've only just 
got out to her.” 

“You—she—— Say, Cap, have you been leaving your 
hat offe” 

“Don’t be an ass. This is the real stuff I’m telling 
you. She was born there. Father and mother either 
wrecked there or dumped ashore by a mutinous crew 
Lord knows how long ago. Her dad died before she was 
born. Cardinal, you old walnut, that girl had never seen 
a man in her life till I climbed that rock!” 

“Wal, she’s got one almighty good notion of the sex 
right away!” said Cardinal sourly. “But to my mind 
you've been dreaming. The hoodoo got you. You’ve 
been getting self-conscious over things that wasn’t there! 
Quinine. Five grains every two hours till the delirium 
abates. ‘That’s your dope. Aw! for the love of mud go 
and sleep it off! You’re in a bad way.” 

“Wearing sea-gull feathers, she was, Cardinal. Gosh! 
She looked stunning! A picture of a dream.” 

There was rapture in Langard’s voice, rapture in his 
eyes. He was standing again in the thrill of that first — 
sight of her, alone in the niche beside her cooking fire. — 

“Pshoo!” said Cardinal disgustedly. “Anyone would 
think you ‘d never clapped eyes on a female before. For 
mercy’ s sake, have a double brandy and go to bed.” 

“Think of it! Sea-gull feathers, all white and shimmer- 
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ing like snow under a winter sun. And she has never 
tasted tea! Ye gods! a girl who doesn’t know what tea 
tastes like!” 

“And who never saw a man!” scoffed Cardinal. ‘Pah! 
you're daft. You may have seen her, but she ain’t real. 
She’s the jinn that guards the pearls. Captain Kidd 
planted her there a hundred thousand tides ago. And 
she’s still guarding the stuff. She’s a sticker! That old 
pirate was bound to do the job proper. He probably got 
a hull bunch of native witch doctors to help him make 
that one. You want to watch your step, Cap. She’ll play 
you up the durnedest game you ever hit in your life, and 
then she’ll drop you off the top of that cliff, most like.” 

But Langard had no ears for the doubting sailor. 

“Cardinal, she’s a winner!” he breathed. ‘She has 
lived all alone on that rock for ten years. She has beaten 
the odds, played the survival game out to its last ounce 
on that bit of mud and granite. She’s got the spirit of 
her dad in every grain of her. Thoroughbred! [ll tell 
the world she’s one of the ultimate strain. And she 
doesn’t know it, Cardinal! That’s the great and blessed 
marvel of it. She just doesn’t know she’s done the most 
amazing thing that ever happened. She’s as unaffected 
as a wild-flower. There’s a—’”’ 

“Yes, but about them pearls, Cap. I came out on a 
treasure-hunt, not to listen to a lot of blather about 
women and syrens and sichlike. I thought you had more 
sense than that—had an idea you were lady-proof. Let 
me go ashore and have a rummage round for the loot. 
Dammit, man, you must think I’m a graven image to lay 
off here within four hundred yards of a fortune and not 
get an itch in my fingers! It ain’t natural. You carry on 
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with your hoodoo, but let me go ashore and fix my 
claws on that box of pearls—you’ll find that jinx’ll 
vanish while you’re talking to her, sea-gull feathers 
and all.” } 

Langard pacified him. 

“Tl find out all about those pearls before the sun 
goes down to-night. That girl knows every inch of this 
Island, and all the hundreds of caves and galleries up 
there on the rock. I expect she knows all about the 
pearls—uses them for marbles, very likely. Even if her 
dad didn’t find them, I'll bet she has—ages ago. She’s 
had ten years in which to poke around in every nook and 
cranny of this place. Anyway, I’ll promise you that I'll 
do everything possible to settle that question as soon as 
I land. But I must go alone. I won’t have anybody else 
on Leaning Island until—until that girl understands 
what’s what. Which she doesn’t do yet.” 

“Oh!” said Cardinal. “Well, you’ll be unlucky.” 

“Howe” 

“You won’t be alone. There’s somebody already 
landed.” : 

“Whoe” Langard sprang round and faced him with a 
sudden jump. 

“Jimpanee Jim. He’s gone ashore looking for an 
American bar.” 

Langard relaxed and grinned. 

“Oh, that old scallywag,” he said. “What did he do, 
swim it?” 

“Yep. But he will be coming back before long—and 
in a filthy temper, too, when he finds out that pubs ain’t 
local to these parts.” 

The steward entered with a huge portmanteau full of 
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clothing, and beamed round with a white-toothed smile 
for instructions. : 

“Take it up on deck,” said Langard. “Tell the bosun 
to have it lowered into the gig. And you, Cardinal, 
arrange about all that grub, will you, please? That little 
kid ashore there has got to be introduced to her own 
world. She doesn’t know what clothes or dainty dishes 
are yet! I’m going ashore now.” 

“Aye!” said Cardinal glumly. 

“Send off the gig to me as soon as it is ready. You 
can come off too, in the dinghy, and I’ll tell you what 
I want you to do when you get to Nukahiva. I want you 
to bring the parson back with you, for one thing.” 

“Oh, hell!” said Cardinal, and requested the powers 
that be to rot his soul. 


CHAPTER VIII 


LANGARD went ashore again with a heart that was as light 
as air, yet thumping like a steam hammer. 

He wasn’t quite sure whether he was in love with that 
wonderful girl herself, in love with love, or merely under 
the unnerving spell of a bewilderingly romantic situa- 
tion. His observations of life had showed him that sym- 
pathy and admiration are very nearly the twin sisters of 
love. Real sympathy and real admiration are emotions 
so acute that, in the first flush, they can even deceive the 
heart. 

And he knew that the first love thrill is always dan- 
gerous, and very nearly always unreliable. ‘Too many 
married people of his acquaintance had only been in 
love with love when they married. The bloom and the 
beauty of it was lost for ever when the mortal human 
emerged through the halo. 

But here was the golden chance: the chance to put, 
not the girl, but himself to the test. 

At that stage he wasn’t too particular as to what the 
outcome might be, but he was overwhelmingly conscious 
of the fact that he had found himself in a position in 


which it is highly probable no other man had ever _ 


found himself since Adam’s eyes first beheld Eve in the 
Garden. It was a position which deserved a fair test. | 
He had the gig hauled right up to the high-tide level 
on the tiny beach, and then set out on a search for the 
particular cave which Lona called the Seaside House. 
He found it easily enough, a cave with a roughish rock 
194 
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floor which had been perfectly smoothed over with a 
carpeting of coral sand about a foot thick. A crude 
wooden rack with half a dozen wood pegs stuck in it was 
lodged in two sharp outjuts of the rock-wall, and a water- 
keg, patched and mended in a dozen places, stood in the 
far corner. The only other articles that demonstrated 
human habitation were a creaky but strongly-made 
wooden table and a pair of two-foot sections of a tree- 
trunk which appeared to do duty for stools. 

He had all the stores and other impedimenta trans- 
ferred to that cave, the Kanaka boys forming themselves 
into an endless chain from the gig to the cave mouth, and 
effecting the transference in something under an hour. 

Cardinal landed as the job was nearing completion. 
He was in no polite frame of mind. The whole affair 
worried and angered him. He had been thinking things 
out along his own lines on the Zimbalene, and he had 
come to the conclusion that Langard had either gone 
completely loco or was playing him the darnedest trick 
that friend ever played on friend. 

It was as plain as mud that the Island was cursed. The 
Island was a piece of treasure entirely surrounded by 
hoodoo. And it was not one of those insidious, slow but 
sure hoodoos, either. It was a live one, an executive one: 
one that came out to meet you half-way. And Langard 
had run full tilt into it. 

It was absurd to think of the Island being inhabited 
by a solitary human. The thing wasn’t possible. That 
gal creature was a witch. She was the lump of trouble 
old Kidd had left behind him to play the devil with 
thieves who came to despoil his precious treasure. She 
was a haunt, that’s all she was. When she wasn’t human, 
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He knew that. rlock Dane had told him so, one 
night when the moon had loosed up his tongue. Tefi 
years alone on an Island! Pish! 

And even supposing it was possible, even supposing 
there was a girl on the Island, that was no earthly reason 
why Langard should want to marry her, no earthly 
reason why a partnership of years should be broken. 
Send to Nuka, indeed, for a parson! Pah! He hadn’t 
patience with the love-sick lunatic. 

Surely Langard was old enough and experienced 
enough to be able to hit an Island with a woman on it 
without going light-headed over it? Couldn’t he meet a 
girl and be satisfied with exchanging the time of day 
with her? Why must he suddenly take it into his head to 
go ashore on a long and highly improper picnic with her 
while he, Cardinal, was packed off with a flea in his ear 
like some ten-cent messenger-boy to Nukahiva on the 
fatuous pretext of buying her a gol-darned trousseau? 
He'd tell the world it wasn’t right. Not with all those 
pearls lying doggo within five minutes’ walk of him 
somewhere on that Island. 

He was inwardly snorting with indignation. The 
whole thing was unnatural. It was also unfair, but that 
didn’t occur to him. It was unnatural. And that did. 

He bustled up to Langard and pitched right into the 
business without any beating about the bush. 

“Hey, Cap, about them pearls,” he said. “I been 
thinking.” 

“Isn’t that rather unwise, Cardinal?” asked Langard 
gently. 
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“A great lot of thinking, . Y’see, it’s like this. I 
can’t say I like that idea of me going back to Nuka. I 
reckon the thing I want to do most is to hang around 
here till we've finished our job. I want to find what we 
came out to look for—which was pearls, not women. 
Pearls was the sole incentive, so to speak, and I don’t 
see why females should be allowed to come crossing over 
our course. Pearls is what I started on, and pearls is what 
I want to finish on. I don’t exactly want ’em, mind you. 
They ain’t mine to want. They’re yours. But I sutt’inly 
do want to find ’em! I want to see ’em! Want to find 
where they’ve been hiding all these years. I want to 
chase around and poke about till we run that cave to 
earth; want to fasten my eyes on that sea-chest; want to 


-open it and see what’s inside. Split my immortal bones, 


Cap, what’s the idea of hanging back now that we’ve got 
so far?” 

“T’m not laying off. We shall be dancing ring-o’-roses 
round those pearls within half an hour of my meeting 
Lona again. Just wait until——” 

“Aw, hell! Let me have a dicker around. You go up- 
stairs and play with your gal. I'll be all right. You just 
let me find that chest. I reckon I’ve been getting 
treasure fever all the time we’ve been hunting our way 
along that cipher. Pearls—I can almost feel ’em running 
cold through my hands. This is the Island they’re on! 
It ain’t no bigger’n a block of flats. We oughta find ’em 
inside ten minutes. Why, dammit, you can darn near 
smell em! And I’m all het up over ’em. I want to be 
up and doing. And here’s you want to send me streak- 
ing away out of it. Can’t be done, Cap. *Tain’t human. 
And besides, there’s no extraordinary hurry to get that 
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gal pusson that banch of shop fripperies, is there?”’ 

Cardinal was genuinely aggrieved. His conception of 
Langard’s treatment of him was that of a small boy who, 
promised a visit to the movies, had been cuffed and sent 
home before the show started. 

Langard looked at him evenly. 

“Sorry you don’t quite get my meaning, Cardinal,” he 
said. “If you’ve got the fever as bad as all that, have a 
rustle around by all means. I won't stop you. But I 
reckon you'll find we shall have to make a systematic 
search of the whole Island before we get on the track of 
those pearls. Captain Kidd was no fool. From the cute- 
ness of that cipher you can bet your last dollar he’s found 
a pretty neat hiding-place for his sea-chest. You won’t 
find them stuck around handy in the first cave you come 
to. You'll be on a longish job—and you'll find those 
caves a very nasty proposition. I know: I’ve tried ’em. 
They give you the hair creeps and blue shudders. Better 
try my way. Let me have a talk to the girl. I can find 
out all about it from her. You can mess around here all 
you want so long as you are under way before sun-down. 
But you'll only be wasting time.” 

Langard sat down on a boulder and began writing out 
a long list of stuffs he required in Nukahiva. It was done 
so deliberately that a blind horse could have sensed the 
finality of it. He just sat and wrote, without a word, 
until he had covered three pages of his note-book with 
closely written items. 

Cardinal watched him for a few minutes, and then, 
muttering sulphurically under his breath, ambled off to 
see if he could lay a few bearings on the pearls. 

Langard finished his list of requirements, and 
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cudgelled his brains to remember the name of the 
missionary at Nukahiva. Ah! Hitchens, that was it. 
The Rev. Wilbur J. Hitchens, of the Pacific General 
_ Mission Society. He wrote a letter to the Rev. Wilbur J. 
Hitchens in which he disclosed sufficient details to in- 
spire that gentleman’s heart with a noble curiosity. 

He sealed the letter, stowed it away carefully in his 
pocket wallet, and then set about getting back to the 
ledge. 

The rock climb was considerably easier in broad day- 
light. He found what appeared to be some sort of a 
roughly constructed track, and followed it, climbing 
rapidly. It smoothed out most of the difficulties and 
avoided all the risky places where the cliff-side fell away 
in sheer drops as perpendicular as the side of a house. 

In an hour he found himself well above the rocky 
wiche where he had first stumbled upon the Miracle 
Girl. 

He looked around him, puzzled, seeking to find the 
way down to it, when he saw her. She was standing in 
the entrance to a big cave laughing delightfully at the 
disconcertion on his face. The sea-gull feathers looked 
like a kirtle of snow against the blackness of the cave 
interior, and the halo of her hair shone like a luminous 
mist. 

Langard, cool and immaculate, went down to her. She 
met him with the same bewitching absence of embarrass- 
ment, and a large percentage of his coolness went over- 
board. 

The cave was one of the living houses, stocked full of 
home-made furniture, including a camp-bed supported 
on two fifteen-foot oars. It was all very rough and ready, 
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but each piece hall-marked the unbreakable will of the 
dead captain. 

Langard had taken.on a difficult job, and he knew it. 
It was to tell that primitive little thing there beside him 
that her dream ship was going away again, but that she 
would not be on it. All her life she had been waiting for 
that ship. It had become her sole belief, her single re- 
ligion. Her mother had weaned her on the hopes of its 
coming. Without knowing it, she had slowly come to 
accept the idea of a rescue ship as part of the fulfilment 
of an inexorable destiny. Her thinking powers were so 
dulled that she never even questioned it. ‘““To be taken 
away.” ‘That was her faith, her shining hope and guiding 
star. What she would do after she was taken away was a 
matter that had not yet presented itself for investigation. 

He sat and talked with her for a long time before he 
engineered an opening. Her talk was all of the marvels 
of his coming, the joy of it, the thankfulness it had 
brought her. She hadn’t been able to sleep. She had 
tried to. She had lazed on the bracken couch in the other 
cave and let the sheer joy of it flood over her. But the 
thrilling rapture, running through her soul like liquid 


fire, had burned all sleep from her. She wanted to talk 


of that and nothing else. It was a feminine childishness 
that was as natural as the halt in her voice. 

Langard, himself responding to a thrill that was 
elusively indefinable, listened to her and encouraged 
her. He was experiencing a growing sense of lordship 
that made him tingle. He was so unquestionably her 
king, her overlord; he held the keys of the seven hopes 
of her universe in his keeping, her destiny was his. And 
the glad, untroubled knowledge of it showed in almost 


PEARLS OF DESIRE 201 


every sentence she spoke. She had no complaints about 
it. It was written so. She was amazingly satisfied. 

And then he mentioned the pearls. And that was 
where the little grinning devils began to raise their heads 
on the Island of Gulls. 

He engineered his opening and, in a quiet conversa- 
tional tone, made his first reference in the form of a 
nonchalant question. 

“By the way, Lona,” he said, “have you ever heard of 
a chest full of pearls on this Island?” 

She thought the question over slowly, as she always 
did, and for the first time in her adult life her brain 
began to pick new thought from the atmosphere. Her 
brain literally raced. 

Pearls? Was that what he had come for? Nothing but 
those shining beads she used to play with when she was 


‘a child down there in that water-hidden cave? 


Her silence was terrific. But Langard never saw that 
the green eyes of suspicion were shining ferociously out 
of her. He just waited, digging his toe against a rough 
piece of rock in the cave floor. 

“Pearls?” she said at last, and her lips were trembling. 

“Yes, pearls. Perhaps you’ve never heard of them— 
but they’re white, shiny little things. They glitter in 
tiny little patches of mixed colours when the light shines 
on them. There is a story back there where you are 
going that a great box full of them is hidden away some- 
where on this Island.” 

Lona’s face was a study. Feminine intuitions were 
coming to her rescue in shoals. The woman in her grew 
up in leaping strides. 

She turned her face away lest Langard saw it. Her 
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eyes were glittering like hard-polished agates, and they 
were full of fear and anger and jealousy. Her mouth 
was drawn up tight in malicious little lines, and there 
were showers of lies trembling on her lips. 

Langard thought she took rather longer than usual 
to get a grip on what he had said. After all, that was 
only natural. She probably had to think back some dis- 
tance to remember the significance of the words he ~ 
used. He helped her by adding to her frantic fears. He 
spoke slowly, too, but the words were yelling on his 
tongue to be raced out. His temples were as cold as his 
brain was hot. He was in a fever of excitement that he 
would never have admitted to Cardinal. The little 
sailor-man thought him a cold, icily unromantic devil 
where the treasure was concerned, but only Langard 
himself knew the hot surge of elation that poured 
through him when he saw that she recognised the word — 
“pearls.” 

He picked up a small sea-shell, a tiny sheeny whirl, 
from the floor of the cave. 

“Something like this they are,” he said, “but solid. 
‘And nearly round.”” He held it on the palm of his hand 
so that she could see it. “I’ve heard that they are here, 
in a cave. And they’re immensely valuable, Lona. The 
man who finds them will be one of the richest men in | 
the world. Men call them the Pearls of Desire, so beauti- _ 
ful are they. We've hunted for them all through the ~ 
Islands. And hundreds before us have hunted them, 
too. But they failed.” 

She drew back in slow fright from the tiny thing in 
his hand, her fingers clenched. ~ 

“I wondered whether your father, when he was ex- 
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ploring the Island, ever chanced across them. If he did, 
he would be bound to recognise their value. He would 
have written something about it in his log or have men- 
tioned them to your mother. Think hard, little girl.” 

_ But Lona had no need to think hard. Her mother 
had told her the fabulous value of that great hidden 
treasure. Sometimes, when the tides were abnormally 
low, she had gone into that cave and trickled those cold 
beads through her fingers in glittering handfuls. 

And so that was all he had come for! Not for her. 
Not to be nice to her and take her away. But for those 
beads in the cave. Perhaps that’s what those other ships 
had come for, too, those ships that passed in the night. 
She remembered hotly that she had cried herself into 
hysteria about them when they had passed her by. And 
here was another who would pass her by, if he could 
find those pearls. 

“Have you, little one? Have you ever heard anything 
about them?” 

And there was war on the Island of Gulls. For Lona, 
with her face as white and cold as pearl shell itself, 
looked him full in the eyes and lied. She denied all 
knowlege of the pearls. She had never seen them. 
Never heard of them. She, the little novice in the art 
of deception, clung to her statement so desperately and 
reiterated it with such startling vehemence that Langard 
looked at her in amazement. Her anger was the wildest, 
most primeval thing Langard had ever seen in his life. 

And it was so painfully obvious that a child could 
have seen through it. 

Langard muttered, “Good Lord!” and began to 
laugh. 
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He stuck his hands in his trouser-pockets and went. 
out to the mouth of the cave. This thing wanted think- 
ing out. He felt that life had tried to be funny with 
him, but had only succeeded in being tragic with Lona. 

“Phew! Poor little soul!’’ he said, and stared out to 
the far horizon. 

Back in the cave, Lona sat on a heap of dried twigs, 
hugged her knees, and wept. He could hear the little 
noises she made. They went through him like little stabs. 

This, he decided, was a new complex, and decidedly 
dificult. That poor child would require the most care- 
ful handling of anyone or anything he had ever known. 
Her mind was too fragilely young for experiments. She 
had got her ideas so firmly fixed that he even doubted 
whether he could convince her of the supreme sim- 
plicity of taking both her and the pearls away from the 
Island of Gulls. 


He laughed to himself about it, even though the very — 
thought of it hurt like razor-blades cutting him. The © 


sound of weeping at the back of the cave did that. Her 
sobs were heartaches. And Langard did the usual thing. 
He walked away from her, and let her have her little 


cry out in the privacy of her own poor fears. He him- — 


self thought it was the wise thing. But it wasn’t. It 
was simply the masculine thing. 
He went down towards the beach. He had the list 


inp ati tasrheabione Fe bet, 


and the letter to the Rev. Wilbur J. Hitchens in his — 


pocket, and he wanted to give them to Cardinal. 

He could see the little beach spread out below him 
like a circular reaping-hook at the base of the great 
column. The gig was there, and the dinghy. Ten 
Kanaka boys lolled against the bigger boat and smoked, 
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full of the ridiculously haughty gestures and oe 


_ dear to the esthetic soul of the Island black. 


Of Cardinal there was no sign. He listened at all the 
cave holes and galleries as he went down, but there 
was no trace of him. The little sailor appeared to be 
well away on the hunt of his heart’s desire. Langard 
grinned to himself, and reflected that Cardinal was 
doing just what he himself was itching to do—just what 
he himself would be doing if it wasn’t for those other 
amazing complications higher up on the rock. 

But within the next thirty seconds there arrived a 
new set of complications that looked like knocking all 
his plans spinning off the earth. As he got down to the 
beach he heard voices raised in high altercation among 
the rocks somewhere behind him. One, he knew, was 
Cardinal’s. It was angry, exasperated. The other was 
not so quickly placed. It was native, and gay and 
truculent, and from its tone it didn’t give a hoot for 
_. the rest of the cosmic system. Later, with a chuckle, he 
recognised the blinding blasphemies of Jimpanee Jim. 

Then the pair of them appeared round the circling 
end of the beach, Cardinal struggling to make headway, 
with his hand firmly clenched on the neck of Jimpanee 
Jim’s football jersey, against the handicap of a burden 
which persisted in remaining absolutely inanimate in 
his hands. Cardinal was almost carrying the little pilot. 
And the little pilot looked as though he had got his 
pegs down on a stake that warranted any sort of 
behaviour on his part. 

“Where didja get ’em, y’ little hoodlum?” demanded 
Cardinal, shaking the little chap. 

“You go dam blind!” retorted the pilot blandly, not 

-O 
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in any show of heat, but purely by way of answering 
the question. 

Cardinal, perspiring like a steamy window in summer, 
swore like a trooper and lugged him along by the scruff 
of the neck. 

“Hey, Cap! Come and have a look at this little lot!” 
he bawled, letting the pilot fall with a flop on the sand. 
Jimpanee Jim lay there, apparently pleased with the 
way of life, for he rolled about on his back and chortled 
a little song of ecstasy all to himself. 

‘“What’s the trouble, Cardinal?” Langard asked as he 
approached. 

“Trouble? Darn, hellupin, crackerjack _ saints! 
Trouble enough, I reckon. This little cocoa-coloured 
weevil here came ashore looking for pubs. And because 
he couldn’t find no pubs, darned if he ain’t gone and 
found them pearls!” 

“What?” gasped Langard. 

“True enough; look here!’ Cardinal bent down and 
prised open the little pilot’s right hand. A dozen beauti- 
ful great pearls fell out on the coral sand and lay there 
gleaming like tears of laughter. 

“Gosh!” 

“What do you know about that, Cap?” 

“Jer-rusalem! Where did he get them? Where’s the 
rest of them?” 

“That's just what the little swab won’t say. I’ve been 
battling at him ever since I found him crawling out of 
a cave back there, laughing like a nut-and-butter ninny.” 

Langard knelt down and shook the little pilot by the 
shoulder. : 


“Say!” he shouted. “Where did you get those pearls?” 


PEARLS OF DESIRE 207 


“Blah-hah-hah!” burbled the little man. 

“Where did you get ’em—come on, out with it!” 

“You givvum rum, dam your eyes,” said Jimpanee 
Jim happily. 

Langard stared down at the little frozen bubbles on 
the hot sand. They fascinated him. There was a sar- 
castic titter about their very presence that seemed almost 
to make them grin at him. 

Big as marrow-fat peas they were, and they shim- 
mered wickedly in the tawny sunlight. Four of them 
lay very close together in a neat little row, amazingly 
like white marrow-fats tight-packed in a burst pod. 

Jimpanee Jim rolled over, slewed one indecorous eye 
at them, and flopped back again, overcome with rollick- 
ingly hilarious anticipation. 

“Them fellers,” he explained largely, “them fellers 
belong one grea’ big-gin-drink. My word, mahrster! I 
savvee all right! Hooo-oo0-oo-ha-ha-ha!” He resigned 
himself to a season of rapturous cacklings. 

Cardinal took off his hat and scratched his head. 

“Better give him a bottle, Cap,” he said worriedly. 
“If we don’t stop that caper of his he will go and bust 
a cussed blood-vessel or something. There’s only one 
thing can souse a bit of reason into his unholy little 
hide. Which same does not squirt out of a soda-fountain. 
No, sir, it does not.” 

Langard picked up the pearls and gazed at them, 
cupped in the palm of his hand. They were dancing 
on his brain, dancing to music that was witches’ 
laughter, and he felt the hot desire surge over his soul 
like a sweeping river of greed. 

‘Where did they come from?” he rasped. “Where did 
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you find them? Eh? Answer me, you little runt!” 

Jimpanee Jim ogled him and said, “Givvum rum, 
dam yeh!” 

Cardinal turned and bawled an order to one of the 
Kanakas swaggering about by the boat, a regal gent who 
simmered in the noble reflection of the name of Lord © 
Bung. 

“Hey, you! Go back, tell mate feller belong big ship 
come ashore for bring me bottle of gin,’ he shouted; 
and Lord Bung waved a dignified hand of understand- 
ing at him and pushed the dinghy into the water. 

A trickle of intelligence filtered into the soul of Jim- 
panee Jim. This wasn’t at all according to programme. 
That white feller was up to his wangles again. Jim- 
panee Jim sat up. 

“Me go with him!” he announced flatly. 

Langard swore under his breath. 

“All right?” asked Cardinal. 

Langard nodded, and the sailor yanked Jimpanee to 
his feet. 

“C’m on, you little hoodlum,” he growled. “And — 
if you don’t talkee-talkee after one bottle, I’ll make you 
drink water till you bust.” 

Langard watched his partner haul the little pilot 
down towards the boat. Twenty yards or so away Car- — 
dinal turned and said pointedly, “Looks like I won’t 
be heading out for Nuka to-night, Cap, don’t it?” 

“Does it?” said Langard irritably, and kicked a heap 
of sand at the retreating figure of his pilot. 

For once in his life Jimpanee Jim went off to his 
ship without wetting his clothes. For the first time for 
as long as he could remember, he also went off sober. 
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And that was an ever more marvellous feat than his 
failure to make the trip via the over-arm stroke. Car- 
dinal grabbed him by a handful of football jersey and 
thrust him into the boat. And Jimpanee Jim rode back 
to his ship on the tiller seat with all the pomp and 
circumstance of a Pinafore admiral. / 

Cardinal took him down to his own cabin, presented 
him with a full bottle of throat-scorch, and waited. 

The result was disastrous, Jimpanee had lived on the 

edge of teetotalism too long. All through the long weeks 
of the run out from Santo Ped, he had existed on a 
ationed minimum of gin. The unwonted abstinence 
had wrought a chemical change in his internal economy. 
His burnt-out constitution was no longer a piece of 
calcined tinder, impervious to further calcination. It ~ 
had recuperated a trifle. Some of the pickle had gone 
out of it. His tissues had regained a little health, and 
they no longer responded with sluggard drowsiness to 
the kick of alcohol. They registered action and reaction 
with shocking celerity. 

Cardinal watched him with keen interest. ‘Three- 
fifths of the contents of the bottle disappeared at the 
first attempt. It seemed as though he just opened a trap- 
door in his throat and let the stuff flow down. Having 
accomplished the initial soak, he lowered the bottle, 
gazed benignly at Cardinal, and requested him to go 
to blazes. Then he gently raised it again and, with an 
Adam’s apple as stationary as the Island of Gulls, 
drained it off to the last hesitant drop. 

“Strordinary!” muttered Cardinal, not without ad- 
miration. ‘“But—about them pearls——” 

Jimpanee Jim suggested another bottle of gin. 


210 PEARES OF DESIRE 


Cardinal offered him a choice of three alternatives— 
a split backbone, a devilled liver, or a belaying-pin. 

The pilot thought things over bemusedly for a 
moment, and came to the conclusion that Cardinal was 
in earnest about the belaying-pin. So he delivered him- 
self of the startling information that the pearls he had 
found were not taken from a big sea-chest full of similar 
treasures, but were a mere handful he had found lying 
about loose in one of the caves. In answer to a further 
volley of questions, he released the following facts to 
circulation. He had hunted all through that particular 
cave and had found nothing more—no more pearls, no 
sea-chest, no nothing. It was only a small cave, and 
there were no communicating galleries leading out of 
it. The pearls were lying about quite openly in a little 
shelving niche. 

“Yes, but where was the cave?” persisted Cardinal. 

But that question closed the dialogue. 

Jimpanee Jim bimbered up out of his chair and began 
to sing. He pointed out that the scuttle was moving 
about in a way that was not usual, and that the dead- 
light was doing the same thing, but in opposite direc- 
tions. Then he began to run round and round the 
cabin, complaining bitterly that Cardinal’s bunk was 
chasing him. That phase lasted two minutes. Then he 
gently collapsed. 

“Well! Pulverise my everlastin’ bones!” growled 
Cardinal. 

He surveyed the wreckage of his hopes for a moment 
or two, and went up on deck to try to get into communi- 
tion with Langard on the rock. 

He wig-wagged a couple of semaphore flags at him 
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till one of the Kanakas drew Langard’s attention to it. 
Cardinal reeled off his message. 

“Jimpanee Jim absorbed one bottle of gin and is off 
the earth for the next twenty-four hours. He says those 
pearls were only a flash in the pan; he found them lying 
about loose in an empty cave.” 

Langard made back “Come ashore.’ And Cardinal 
went. 

“Well, what’s all this about the pearls?’ asked 
~ Langard as Cardinal stepped out of the boat. 

“He says there warn’t any big sea-chestful in the cave 
where he found that handful,” said Cardinal. 

“Was that before, or after, he got drunk?” 

“He was too darn drunk to be able to think out a lie. 
He gave me the stone cold truth, I reckon. Then he 
went and put his head on the floor.” 

“Sure he wasn’t bluffing?” 

“Don’t make me tired. I ain’t in no sleepy mood. 
What old Jimp told me only goes to prove what I said 
about that woman up on the rock. She knows where 
them pearls are, Cap! Sure she does! Go find her and 
make her squeal. It’s as plain as the face all round 
your nose she knows where they are.” 

Langard gently evaded the issue. 

“What happened to Jimpanee Jim to make him kick 
in like that?” he asked suddenly. 

“Too long on the water waggon, I reckon. The 
sudden influx of undiluted hadn’t any noticeable 
ancestry behind it to back it up.” 

“Humph! What are we going to do about it?” 

“That’s up to you, Cap. Are you still sure I’m going 
back to Nuka to-night?” 
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“Never more so.” 

“Blast the wimmin!”’ 

Langard linked his arm under the little sailor’s and 
took him for a walk along the beach. 

“Look here, old scout,’ he said quietly. “There's 

something going to happen to me up there on that rock, 
-and I want to know just what it is. Either I’m going 
to fall madly in love with her or I’m not. I’m not sure 
that I’m not completely dotty about her as it is. Love 
is a new sensation to me, and I’m going to investigate 
my own soul pretty thoroughly before I commit myself. 
You haven't the slightest conception of the awful ignor- 
ance of that little kid up there. The sum total of her 
knowledge is contained in the one single fact that she 
exists. Anything more than that, any question as to 
how she happened, is beyond her. She just doesn’t 
know! And there are a few thousand things she has 
simply got to know before we get back to civilisation 
again. Now, I’ve got to see this thing through—and, 
with a bit of help from the little cherub who sits up 
aloft, I’m going to do it on the dead straight ticket.” 

“But, Cap——”’ 

“Shh! Don’t say it. You don’t understand. You 
wouldn’t understand—not if I were to talk to you for 
ten hours. The only way you ever could get to under- 
stand would be to talk to Lona yourself for ten minutes. 
You’d see then. You'd realise. ¥ou’d understand as I 
do. Maybe it would hit you as hard as it hit me. This 
is going to be no play-actor’s game. That little kid has 
got to learn her business right up from the letter A and 
the year Dot. And, Cardinal, it’s\going to be job that 
won't stand for a coward. A little privacy is going to be 
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worth as much as life itself up there on that rock. 

“Honestly, I believe I’m in love with her. In so far 
as she knows what love is, which she doesn’t, I believe 
she is in love with me. She doesn’t know. She can’t 
know. She’s merely rapturously pleased to see her 
rescuer. I’m bondman and sponsor and guardian. Do 
you get me, Cardinal? It'll take time. And it won’t 
take a crowd. It’s a matter that must be proved out. 
Only she and I can do it, and we must do it alone. My 
experience along the love road wouldn’t cover a cent 
turned up edgeways. That’s why I don’t know what I 
ought to know. Calf love is easy, ’m told. But you get 
to recognise it inside a month. But between you and 
me, I think that when you come back from Nukahiva 
I shall need that parson you’ll be bringing.” 

Cardinal was no great respecter of persons, but there 
was something in Langard’s voice that told him he was 
likely to tread on quicksands. 

He looked at his leader hard for a minute and then 
said, “Gosh! you’ve got it bad!” 

“T admit it. If I—if I broke down the beautiful faith, 
the wonderful trust and innocence of that little girl up 
there, Cardinal, ’'d—I’d shoot myself. I’ve ransacked 
the Zimbalene for every book and paper and magazine 
aboard her—anything with a picture or an illustration 
in it. She’s got to get a mental picture of the world as 
it is, a viewpoint of life as she will surely find it. And, 
honestly, I believe I’d rather be back on Espiritu Santo, 
knocking the stuffing out of Hollander Klingmann.” 

Cardinal rubbed his chin and hid a dry grin behind 
his horny palm. 

“Would you?” he murmured caustically; and Langard 
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ran his fingers through his hair and said, “No, I’m 
damned if I would.” 

They turned as they got to the end of the curving 
beach and headed back towards the boats. . 
“Well, it’s a bit tough,” commented Cardinal, after 

a pause. : 

“It is. I know it. But you'll do it, old scout. You'll 
go right along back to Nukahiva and take that filthy 
crcwd of Kanakas with you. And you'll do every blessed 
thing I’ve asked you to. You'll do it because you are 
cles and white, and because you're the best old partner 
the: ever travelled team-mates with an altar-bound 
fool.” 

“Yeh, but what about old Jimpanee Jim?” asked — 
Cardinal slumly. 

“Well, what about hime” 

“VVaen he comes to there will be merry hell to pay. 
Acc. “ding to our agreement he is entitled to a quarter 
section of the Pacific full of rum. And obviously he 
can’; have it. It would kill the little swipe. And he'll 
go fiamin’ mad when he finds out how things are. And 
I shall have all my work cut out navigating that hooker 
back to land without being pestered with a_half- 
delirious tremens.” 

“Shove him in handcuffs if he gets breezy.” 

“He’s a certified pilot for darn near every harbour 
in Oceania, and—it—might not be wise to shove Jimp 
in harness. He’s got authority on his side—and every — 
island ain’t Espiritu Santo.” 

“Well, then, dump him ashore. He hasn’t enough 
executive energy to climb up half*a mile of granite. He 
won't be any trouble. He’ll be quite content to lodge — 
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at the bottom till the Zimbalene gets back. I’ll leave 
him enough grub in the cave to last him out. And he 
will be as sober as an owl when you arrive again—ready 
to take his end out in cash instead of liquor. Send a 
cask of water ashore with him—I don’t fancy the job 
_ of bringing him buckets of drinking-water down from 
_ the top of that rock every other day.” 

Cardinal nodded without enthusiasm. 

“All right,” he said. “Got everything else you want?” 

“Yes, I think so. Oh, you might send a barometer 
off, though, before you go. It’s just as well to know how 
the weather intends happening when you're living 
beyond the hotel zone.” . 

The sailor grunted and pushed off to the Zimbalene 
in the dinghy. 

Within an hour the boat was back on the beach, and 
Jimpanee Jim had been dumped ashore, together with 
a keg of water and a barometer. Cardinal didn’t come 
ashore again. He was too thoroughly disgruntled with 
the way things had worked out for him. So he stayed 
aboard and set about preparing the schooner for sea. 
But he acknowledged equity in Langard’s method. He 
admitted that Langard was doing right and playing 
square, no matter what the outcome. In his own run 
through the highways of life he had found that even the 
best of friends can bore in time. And if Langard had 
taken to the love-trail—well, he guessed that was the 
_end of that. But it was tough luck, nevertheless, and he 
‘told himself so. Still, a friend was a friend: and he tried 
to adduce a morsel of consolation from the assured 
knowledge that Peter Langard would have done as 
much for him. 


CHAPTER 2X 


Tue Zimbalene sailed out towards the evening sun, a 
red-gold penny sitting composedly on the sky-rim. To 
Cardinal she seemed to be going out with her tail down. 
There was scarcely a breath of air stirring, and her white 
sails hung heavy on the yards. She looked dejected. 

Langard had taken a huge bale of stuff from the 
Summer House up to the big niche where the cooking 
fire smouldered. He put the bundle down carefully and 
peeped into the living cave that opened out of the niche. 
Lona was, sleeping there, a picture of tired sweetness, 
stretched out on the bracken couch. She was on her 
side, her head pillowed in a nest of sea-gull feathers, 
one arm thrown right up over her head. Her mass of 
shining hair swathed across her breast like a shawl. 

From far down below in the bay came the clink of 
chain cable passing slowly through the hawse to the 
capstan. The Kanakas hummed a native ditty as they 
bore on the creaking capstan bars. Lona stirred on the 
couch as a huge convoy of gulls swept screaming from 
the vast roost down towards the Zimbalene. Langard 
tiptoed out of the cave. 

Suddenly there came a machine-gun rattle of noise 
from the schooner’s engine-room. The anchor was 
awash and Cardinal had started the motor. It coughed 
and spluttered noisily for a moment and then picked © 
up its sustained drone of power.’ 

On the still air the noise carried with extraordinary 
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clarity, and the shindy of it coincided with another 
but smaller sound. It was Lona, springing from her 
couch and rushing out on to the rocky platform. 

She gazed at the scene below with eyes that held 

horror and dismay. Slowly, the Zimbalene gatheréd way 
and curved out of the lagoon in a wide arc of churned- 
up whiteness. 
_ So great was the shock on the girl’s face that Langard 
thought she was going to collapse. Her face had drained 
deathly white, and her clenched hands were pressed 
up to her ears as though to drown out the sound 
of the ship that had only come to mock and desert 
her. 

Langard called sharply, “Lona!” 

She whipped round with electrical speed at the sound 
of his voice. Until then she hadn’t seen him, but the 
moment she saw him standing there by the great bundle 
of dunnage, she ran to him with her arms outstretched 
and burning, frightened questions in her eyes. 

“Please! Please! Don’t let them go away without 
me,’ she pleaded. “Oh, Peter, don’t let them leave me 
here again. Why are they going away? Why won’t they 
wait for us?” 

“They aren’t going away,” he said soothingly.. 
“They’re just going for a little trip round some of the 
other Islands here, then calling back for us on the way 
back.” 

“Backe”’ 

“Yes; then we’re all going home together.” 

She sighed her relief and nestled against him. 

“Home!” she whispered. “Yes, I want to go home. 
And I want to go home with you. And oh, I’m so glad 
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you're going to stay here with me. It will be lovely to 
sit and hear you talk to me. How long will they be 
gone?” 


“Not very long. Perhaps, when you’ve seen some of 


the things I’ve got here for you, you'll wish it were 
longer.” 

He felt her arm, a friendly trusting little arm, creep 
up round his shoulder as they stood and watched the 
Zimbalene head out to the open sea. She did it just as 
naturally and in just the same way that he had done 
it when they sat there in the dawn and watched the sun 
pull up out of the sea. Perhaps she did it as uncon- 
sciously. Langard was not to know that. 

When the sun slid out of sight the ight went out 
of the world. Swiftly the flaming colours of the sunset 
faded, and swifter still the darkness, soft, velvety, and 
warm, closed down over the sea. And all that was left 
was the bright yellow sailing lights of the Zimbalene, 
standing out clear and bright in the afterglow of the 
dusk. Together they watched until even these grew 
indistinct in the sea haze. 


“One wonderful day,’ murmured Langard almost to : 


himself, as the lights vanished. , 
He heard a soft little sigh of utter happiness beside 
him, and felt the arm on his shoulder press closer. 
That night, for the first time in her life, Lona slept 
between sheets. ‘wo things, and two things only, did 
Langard teach her that night. One was how to make 
beds, the other was how to make tea. 
A small feather bed off his own bunk was laid over 


the bracken pallet and the rest of the bedclothes were : 


arranged on it several times, till she could do it to his 
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complete satisfaction. Two big floppy pillows completed 
the business, and she surveyed her handiwork with 
childish satisfaction not untouched with uncertainty. 
She was a little surprised to learn that she was expected 
to sleep in it and not on it. 

Down in another cave he let her help him make his 
own bed, but for the life of her she couldn’t quite make 
out why he so firmly refused to entertain the idea of, 
sleeping in her own cave. She wanted to roll all the 
bracken up in one of the sheets and take the whole con- 
traption up into her cave and fix it up for him there. 

To each of her arguments he trotted out a reply that 


. was equally fantastic. He had known it was going to 
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be difficult, but he had hardly expected to be slithering 
about on thin ice the first couple of hours. 

He settled the matter by breaking off all explanations 
and taking her back to the niche to explain about the 
ritual of tea-making. 

With him it was a most deliberate business. He 
boiled the kettle and warmed the teapot, explaining 
to her how important an item of the ceremony the 
warming of the teapot was. Then a spoonful of tea each 
and “‘one for the pot’—a most tremendously vitally 
necessary adjunct that ‘“‘one for the pot’”—then the slow 
filling with boiling water and the standing aside to 
“draw” for three minutes. 

Lona was hugely interested. She had heard her 
mother talk of tea, bewailing its absent comfort on the 
lonely rock. She watched his every movement with 
keen intentness. 

Langard produced cups and saucers, spoons, sugar and 
milk. Half a minute more and the tea was poured out. 
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He watched her taste it—the first tea she had ever tasted 
in her life. 

She sipped it, quite distinctly from drinking it down 
as a drink pure and simple. After a third sip a leok of 
contentment came over her face, and she just said the one 
word, ‘“‘Nice!’”’ In between sips she gently stirred it with 
the spoon in just_the same way that thousands and 
millions of others do who inherit the tea-drinking habit 
as a thrice-gifted gift. When she had finished her first 
cup, she passed up her cup for the second as though it 
was the most natural thing to do in the world. Which 
perhaps it was. 

He said good nighk* to her at the entrance of her own | 
cave, and then went down and slept like a log. 

Just before dawn he started up into abrupt wakeful- 
ness. Except for the distant sound of falling water far 
off in the heart of the great cave system, the silence was 
unbroken. Even the quiet murmur of the sea did not 
penetrate right up there. 

Pulled by curiosity, he slipped into a dressing-gown _ 
and crept up to Lona’s cave. The girl was sleeping bliss- 
fully, her head buried in the big pillows and the eider- | 
- down drawn close up under her chin. And she was 
sleeping in the bed and not on it. 

Langard went back to his own cave with a real smile 
on his face. Lona, he admitted, was slipping into the 
ways Of civilisation with startling facility. 

He awoke again to find the sun pouring into the 
entrance of his cave. He judged it to be somewhere 
about eight o’clock. Two things he missed badly on his 
first morning of residence on the Island of Gulls. One — 
was the hot coffee that was usually brought in by his 
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steward on board. The other was his cold tub. The tub 
would have to come later: there was no water in his 
cave, and it was too far up that precipitous rock to the 
Swimming Pool. 

He slipped into his drills and went on to the plateau 
to see if Lona was yet awake. By the great buttressing 
rock he paused and peeped round. And he chortled 
deep down in his soul. Lona, singing softly to herself, 
was kneeling by the cooking fire, making the first morn- 
ing cup of tea. 

All that day Lona lived in a perpetual flutter of excite- 
ment. And if Langard hadn’t regarded her as still com- 
pletely a child, he would have spent the most 
embarrassing day a man ever spent in his life. Her 
whims were sudden and unforeseeable. 

For instance, there was the incident of the soap. He 
showed her how to use it, how to make a lather with it, 
and how to avoid getting it into her eyes. Then he sent 
her off to do it for herself, and after half an hour she 
came running back to display the result of her efforts 
to him. She exhibited the soft silkiness of her skin with 
all the proud eagerness of a child. And Langard pre- 
tended to be profoundly impressed. He admired and 
praised her efforts, and as a reward presented her with 
the only cake of scented soap the Zimbalene had to offer. 
Lona was so thrilled with the perfume of it that she 
rushed back to the Swimming Pool and washed all over 
again with it. At which Langard smiled grimly and said 
that it wouldn’t hurt her, anyway. 

And there was also the incident of the clothes. 

He introduced her to the delights of silk next to her 
skin as soon as he conveniently could. He had raked 
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out a couple of silk shirts and under-garments from 
somewhere in his wardrobe, and for outside wear he 
had provided a pair of flannels and a jacket of buff 
gabardine. She nearly cooed with delirious excitement 
when she saw them, and knew that they were for her. 

Langard took shelter behind a mask of cold and 
ponderous dignity as he handed them to her one by one. 
“That goes on first,” he said, handing her an under- 
vest. “You put it on over your head and put your arms 
through here—at least, that’s how I do it, but you girls 
may have ways of your own of scrambling into gent’s 
attire. Then this—this is a shirt, and goes on in exactly 
the same way over the vest. Here you are, take these too — 
—they’re what we call a pair of shorts. That’s right. 
they're for the other end of you—your feet go down 
through there and this belt goes through these little 
jiggers here. ‘Trousers next and jacket last. ‘There, 
now: you're all fixed up, aren’t you?” 

Then Langard turned away, looked out to sea and 
said, “Phew!” For Lona had caught him by the hand 
and was saying: “I can’t remember all that; come and 
help me!” 

“No,” he said hurriedly; “I can’t come and help you, 
little girlie. I’ve got a—lot of—er—other things to do. 
You run along and do it yourself.” 

Lona stood watching him for a little while as he strode 
away, and she began to cry. She thought he was out of 
temper with her, and she didn’t know why. But the 
allure of the new clothes soon dried her eyes, and it 
wasn’t very long before she came running down to him, 
simply bubbling over with suppressed excitement in all 
the glory of her new garments. 
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Langard held her off at arm’s length, and told her she 
looked absolutely wonderful. 

“My dear,” he said, “you’re a picture of unutterable 
loveliness. I feel I’d like to stand and look at you all 
day long. You've got that shirt on the wrong way round, 
though, but that doesn’t matter a bit, does it? You’re 
the daintest little creature in all the Islands of the Sun. 
After we've had breakfast, we will just go down to your 
little Summer House near the beach, and I’ll get you a 
pair of rubber shoes to wear. And, just to complete the 
picture, a panama hat and a gorgeously red and yellow 
and black striped silk tie to go round that perfect little 
neck.” 

Breakfast for Lona was a meal brought to her on the 
Magic Carpet, served up by the Geni of the Bottle. New 
and wonderful and deliciously appetising foods were 
spread out for her, and she hardly knew which to eat 
first.. 

Langard watched the play of her thoughts across her 
face. She could no more hide her likes and dislikes 
than could a child of six. Anything that pleased her 
sense of taste pleased her a hundred per cent, and she 
would have been quite willing to have made her whole 
breakfast off that one particular item. She had no half- 
measures. Anything that went against the dictates of 
her palate was pushed hurriedly away with such a look 
of comical unhappiness on her face that Langard burst 
out laughing. 

The knife and fork were a dire trouble to her. She 
found the implements extraordinarily difficult to 
manipulate at first, and several times Langard caught 
her, when she thought he wasn’t looking, popping a 
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tasty morsel into her mouth with her fingers. But it was 
obvious that she already recognised the propriety of 
using a knife and fork, from the exaggerated look of 
guilty confusion that made her face adorable the 
moment she saw that Langard had noticed her small 
declension. 

He kept up a running fire of conversation with her 
the whole time. He talked of a hundred topics: of things 
she would see and hear and do in the great world 
beyond the horizon; of houses and streets and cities and 
rivers and schools and motors and trains; of dresses and 
theatres and music and dancing; of snow and trouble 
and fun and freedom—of anything and of everything, 
save one. And that one thing he found was easier to 
keep away from than anything he had ever imagined. 
He was surprised and relieved, but it was so. Lona’s 
curiosity about the things of love and life was less than 
that of a baby. Those things had escaped her. It had 
never dawned on her to wonder how she happened, 
or why the cycle of life persisted in spite of the existence 
of death. 

Langard used a thousand words she did not under- 
stand. But he knew the moment he used one. A 
quizzical little look of puzzlement puckered her brow 
immediately, and always he stopped to explain to her, 
though sometimes he found the explanation more diffi- 
cult than the telling. How, for instance, can one describe 
or explain the word “architecture” to a girl who has 
never seen a building in her life? Or cinema, or style, 
or success? Once he mentioned wireless to her, and had 
to explain that wireless was a system of communication 
whereby a message could be.sent from one end of the 
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earth to the other without the aid of a wire or any other 
connecting-link save something in the air—and she 
immediately said, “Then why didn’t they send any 
messages to me?’ Langard mopped his forehead and 
gave it up. 

In the afternoon, and because he wanted to go up and 
explore the top of the rock, he gave her the brush and 
comb and the hand-mirror. 

She revelled in them. She thought the mirror a vast 
improvement on the surface of the Swimming Pool, 
which was liable to crinkle in the slightest puff of wind 
and spoil the reflection. And, in any case, the Swimming 
Pool was dark and very unsatisfactory, compared with 
the mirror. He left her struggling to get the comb 
through strands of shining hair that reached down past 
her knees and hadn’t known a comb since it was mere 
tiny little baby curls clustering round her head. But 
Langard assured her it was a job that was done every 
day by the girls back in the big cities, and he illus- 
trated the correct method of doing it from the advertise- 
ments for coiffure accessories in one of the magazines. 

He took a towel and a bathing-suit with him and 
climbed to the top of the great column. 

The drawing on the piece of kelp-wood showed a 
little hut built on the summit of the rock, but that had 
long since mouldered away. He found the place where 
it had stood, though, a twelve-foot square of flat level 
rock, with a series of stones in one corner that had 
probably served as a hearth. 

He had a vague suspicion that the pearls were most 
likely hidden in some secret hiding-place right up there 
on the summit. The careful drawing of that little hut 
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seemed to have no other reason behind it. And there 
was certainly no other definite clue on the kelp-weed. 
There was the picture of a miniature sea-chest and the 
order to “Search the caves’; that was all. 

But he hunted round for two hours without the 
slightest success. Caves he found in hundreds, some 
nearly full of fresh water from rain seepage, others that 
were simply outlets to vast systems of other caves that 
penetrated right into the heart of the great column. 

He lit his oil-lamp and explored a good many of 
them, blazing his return trail with great scratches on 
the rocks as he went. But the caves seemed endless and 
as empty as the air. 


‘There was a very queer mystery about them too. They 


smelled dank and wet. And they were all very much 
water-worn. Here and there little pools had formed in 
the hollows. He tasted them and found them all as salt 
as brine. He couldn’t understand it. It seemed im- 
possible for sea-water to have percolated right up there, 
half a mile above the sea level. Yet it was sea-water 
right enough. There wasn’t a doubt about it. And all 
the evidence of the water-worn walls went to prove that 
sea-water had been sweeping through those vast chains 
of caves for centuries. 

He remembered the queer booming noises he had 
heard thudding up dully from the far interior that first 
time he had ascended the rock. And he remembered 
the periodic sound of hidden waterfalls rushing through 
the caves and galleries in the darkness. 

It wasn’t until the third day that he solved that par- 
ticular mystery. It was Lona who really explained the 
phenomenon to him. 
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It appeared that one of the huge series of inter-linked 
caves formed what was nothing more nor less than a 
gigantic syphon, actuated by the tides. The intake was 
submerged right down in the very foundations of the 
Island. Langard surmised that it was probably a vast 
conical opening in the rocks, facing squarely into the set 
of the tides like some enormous funnel. From it all the 
other caves opened upwards and inwards, higher and 
higher until the very summit of the great finger was 
reached. 

Each incoming tide, flooding into the submerged 
funnel with all the immeasurable pressure of the oceans 
behind it, forced the water up and up through the 
siphon till it overflowed at the top and began flooding 
down through other caves in a rushing seething flood 
that swept and roared through the tunnels like a mighty 
” river. 

The dreadful booming noise was the percussion of 
each mammoth roller pounding on the foundations of 
the Island and echoing up through the vaulted hollows 
as each wave struck. 

Langard tested the theory for himself, and found that 
it was undoubtedly correct. Every incoming tide con- 
verted Leaning Island into a huge system of internal 
water-chutes, two great stone lungs, up one of which 
the water mounted with resistless force, and pouring 
down through the other in a thunderous torrent of 
seething, booming waters. 

The solving of that question halved Langard’: s work 
of exploration. He reasoned that it would be useless 
to look for the pearls in any of the caves that were in- 
volved in the tidal phenomenon. The power of the 
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rushing water and the awful force with which it swept 
through the caverns, obliterated every possibility of the 
pearls remaining there. No sea-chest could have with- 
stood the onslaught for a single tide, if, indeed, Captain 
Kidd had been fool enough to bury them there. The 
chest would either have been carried away by the roar- 
ing flood or smashed to atoms against the rocky outjuts 
in its breakneck rush through the caves. In either case 
the pearls would be beyond the reach of human search. 

So he turned all his attentions to the investigation 
of other caves, the smaller, unconnected ones that 
pocked the Island like a honeycomb. 


And there again he drew a long succession of blanks... 


Twice he approached Lona on the subject, and each 
time she lied to him again. He knew she lied. The girl 
was incapable of telling a lie without blazoning the fact 


to the world. She coloured up like a red rose and halted ~ 


and stammered and turned her eyes everywhere except 
on Langard’s, and finally broke down in a flood of tears, 
protesting that she knew nothing about pearls and had 
never heard of them. 

“But, of course, that’s all wrong,” said Langard, draw- 
ing her gently to him. “You do know what pearls are 
and you've seen them before. Look! These were found 
down in one of the caves near the sea-level by one of 
the crew.” He held out the handful of beautiful pearls 
that Jimpanee Jim had found when he first landed on 
the Island. 

Lona looked at them as though they were poisonous 
insects, and thrust them away from her. 

“Take them away from me!” she cried impetuously. 
“I don’t want to see them. I hate them! That’s all 
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you've come here for. You haven’t come for me at all. 
All you want is those horrible things.” 

“But, Lona, my dear, you must know something 
about them. How did they get into that cave if you 
didn’t put them there? Who else could have done it? 
_ Just tell me where the others are. I promise you it won’t 
make the slightest difference to your coming back with 
me. If you help me find them, they will be as much 
yours as mine. Don’t you see?” 

But Lona refused to listen to him. She wept and 
cried and almost grew hysterical when Langard pressed 
the point. So he gave it up wearily, and called on 
Jimpanee Jim for help in scouring the rest of the Island. 

Jimpanee Jim was in heathenish temper on the first 
day of his compulsory stay on the Island of Gulls. He 
, didn’t regain full consciousness until midday, and then 
he ramped around offering to fight the rest of the 
universe. Since no return challenge was forthcoming, 
he lay flat on his back on the beach and refused to budge 
an inch for anybody in or out of Gehenna. Langard 
went down to him and tried to pacify him, but all he 
got for his pains was a selection of ribald sea-chanties 
couched in the most disgraceful language ever heard on 
the South Pacific. Jimpanee Jim was annoyed, and was 
letting the world know about it. 

Langard grinned and tossed him the pearls he had 


- found. 


“Thank yeh, dam yeh,” said Jimpanee Jim, and 
prodded them into his tomato-tin. 

“Found any more?” asked Langard affably. 

Jimpanee Jim sang him the first verse of “Blow the 
Man Down,” by way of reply, and steadfastly refused 
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to either talk or move. 

How long his folded-arms strike would have lasted is 
a speculatable point, but the tide rigged him up with 
an excuse for clambering off his high horse. The tide 
came in. In the process it pushed Jimpanee Jim a bit 
higher up the beach and completed the sobering-up 
process. 

Wet through and profoundly unhappy, he climbed 
half-way up the rock and demanded something hot to 
drink. On that basis negotiations were opened up, and 
Jimpanee Jim became hewer of wood and carrier of 
water and general side-kicker in the hunt for Kidd’s 
pearls. 

So things progressed until the dawn of the seventh 
day. Six delightful days they had spent, days of charm 
and excitement and wonder and laughter, days of happy 
evenings and wonderful sunsets, when Langard and the 
Miracle Girl sat together on the edge of the rocky 
plateau and talked until the sun was gone and the night 
was a blue canopy of velvet above them, in which the 
stars swung down like yellow lamps. 

Far out where sky and sea melted into the darkness, 
they watched the phosphorous glimmer on the water 
and watched it die as the moon rode up, golden-yellow 
above the sea: and Jimpanee Jim singing in his cracked 
relic of a voice far below them in his own quarters on 
the beach. 

But with the dawn of the seventh day came something 
that neither of them had looked for. 

Langard was fast asleep in his cave when Lona 
came running down to him in the first light of the 
morning. | 
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“Peter, Peter!” she called. ‘‘Come quickly. A ship. 
And it is not ours.” 

Langard scrambled out of bed and hurried out. 
Below him the sea shimmered under the first soft light 
of the morning, the sun just opening his red, tragic eye 
on the outer rim of the skyline. And right out in the 
eye of it, a ship, flat and squat and sinister, heading in 
full tilt to the still lagoon. 

“Good God!” gasped Langard. “The Night Hawk.” 

Langard gazed out at the apparition, appalled. The 
sheeting sky behind it, ablaze with the glory of the 
morning, threw the flat horror into full bas-relief—a 
square black leech lying grim and portentous on the 
shining beauty of the blue. The sea all around it, flat 
as a tea-tray, was like crimped marble, the colour of the 
sky. 

And the air was filled with sunlight. It drenched the 
sea with a tawny radiance that choired aloud of peace 
and rest and love and life, and all that is the gift of the 
sun. All the whole mighty expanse of it, flat and lazy 
under the tenting sky, the wide sea circling out to wider, 
vaster seas, the wonder-song of the bursting surf on the 
outer reef, the fluted note of the lesser waves murmur- 
ing up from the golden beach, and the high dome arch- 
ing over the lonely emptiness—it was all a soft pean of 
peace and summer languor. And the Night Hawk 
crawling in yard by yard. 

He said no word. He dared not. He just stood and 
stared. His head was in a tumult of sudden fears. They 
raced through his brain in a flying stream, like loose 
weed driving along the foreshore in a gale. The shock 
and the horror of it stunned him. There was no back- 
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door to the Island of Gulls. He had blown up his 
bridges when he sent the Zimbalene back to fetch a 
woman’s world out to the Miracle Girl. 

_ He felt an arm, a soft, frightened little arm, creep 
round his waist and tighten. He looked round abruptly 
and stared into the face upturned to him. There were 
lustrous eyes there, questioning eyes, eyes with the 
wonder of fear in them. 

‘What is the matter—you do not like that ship?” she 
asked quickly. And Langard sweated. Like it—with a 
pack of Chinese devils on it such as Scarry Harry com- 
manded—devils who perpetrated atrocjties the like of 
which Captain Kidd himself would never have dreamed 
in even his most wanton mood! Like it—with Kling- 
mann on board: Klingmann, smouldering malignantly 
with the ferocity of hate. 

Langard turned from her helplessly and stared out to 
sea. 

The Night Hawk had begun to tack, going off in a 
long slant. The off-shore wind, faint but steady, had 
caught her. Langard judged that it would take her 
several hours yet to make the anchorage: if the adverse 
wind held she probably wouldn’t be through the reef 
much before nightfall. As far as he could see, her engine | 
was still out of commission. She was too far away for 
him to either see or hear whether she was travelling on 
power, but he reasoned that she was still a servant of 
the wind from the fact that she had tacked when the off- 
shore wind struck her. Had her motor been repaired 
she would have taken down sail and come in on power. 

Lona clung to him, frightened at what she couldn’t 
understand. Langard’s manner flung fear into her soul. 
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She, the dainty girl-woman whose whole life had been 
lived in an atmosphere where fear was non-existeht, un- 
born, unnecessary, suddenly experienced the feeling of 
dread. It seized her, as it was bound to do, panic 
fashion. 

She put both arms around him in a whimpering grip 
and buried her face in the crook of his arm. She did 
it nervously, hysterically, as though to shut out all sight 
and thought of that sinister thing out there in the water. 
Then she broke from him and ran into her cave. In a 
minute or two she came crawling out on her hands and 
knees, and her.white scared face appeared low down 
behind the entrance wall, peeping to see if some un- 
imaginable calamity had already smitten the face of the 
sea. 

Langard went towards her, and she bolted incon- 
tinently into the cave again. When he got in he found 
her buried in the bedclothes, a panic-stricken little ball 
of fear and distress, with blankets and sheets piled above 
her. ; 

He disentangled her and pacified her as best he could, 
but she had sensed disaster, and that initial play of a 
new emotion upon her inner sensitiveness was a trifle 
disruptive. It was not easily shaken off. So Langard 
sat down beside her and explained to her, quietly and 
deliberately, that the visit of the Night Hawk portended 
danger, and that the only way to ward it off was to keep 
cool and not let mere feelings get control of them. The 
information that there were good and bad elements in 
the world was a new thought to her, a disturbing 
thought. She shivered and trembled at the seriousness 
of his voice, but he made her understand that danger 
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had come to the Island of Gulls, and that that danger 
would have to be met with quick, decisive action. There 
was no time for panic flight under bedclothes—things 
would have to be done, and done quickly. 
' “Come,” he said sharply. “Hurry; there is no time 
to lose, and there is much to do. All those stores must 
be hidden before that junk gets near enough to see 
us. 

He took her and hurried into the sunlight. Together 
they headed down to the beach, slipping and sliding in 
a mad scramble down the rocky declivities, breaking into 
a jog-trot where the track was easy. 

At the bottom Langard bawled for Jimpanee Jim. In 
a minute or two the pilot emerged from his own cave, 
a sleepy little figure, rubbing the sleep from his eyes 
with two knuckly little fists. 

Langard hailed him and pointed seaward. 

Jimpanee Jim turned and looked, looked again, 
yawned, stretched, and sat down in the sand to finish 
off his sleep. 

Such things as women and pirate junks had no place 
in his universe. He didn’t comprehend them, didn’t 
understand them, and was above being worried by them. 
So far as he was concerned, a thousand pirate junks 
could hit the Island. Indeed, he would rather count it 
helpful if they did. They would make life interesting 
in the only possible way life could be made interesting — 
for him. The idea of a pirate junk without a spot of 
liquor on board was too absurd to merit serious thought. 
Let the junk come by all means—and God grant her a 
following wind. 

And, anyhow, he was outside eee job altogether. It 
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was no concern of his. He was a third party, an utterly 
disinterested looker-on, forced by stress of circumstance 
to steer a boat which by some unconscionable mischance 
' happened to belong to one of the protagonists. Well 
—what the hell! There'd be a great time in the old town 
to-night. And heaven nip twenty minutes out of each 
hour to bring the night quicker! 

Langard ran over to him and hoisted him to his feet. 
He spun him round till his head was square to the ik 
rise. 

“D’ye see that hooker?” he barked in the wizened ear. 
“That’s the Night Hawk. You’ve met her before! You 
helped the Zimbalene to make scrap-iron of her motors! 
Her captain will be pleased to make your acquaintance 
again! You know her captain? A yellow gentleman of 
the name of Scarry Harry. He will be so pleased to see 
you that he will most likely help himself to your finger- 
nails. And, say, have you ever had bamboo juice 
- squirted under your skull? You haven’t? Scarry Harry 
will most likely do that, too. Makes a man turn a 
thousand somersaults in five minutes. He has also a 
liking for cutting a man’s toes right across, underneath 
the joints, and making him run. I’m told it hurts. That 
is, it’s painful. Plenty pain belong him foot. Opposite 
number to not nice. See? D’ye get all that?” 

Jimpanee Jim blinked. This, of course, was an 
entirely different matter. He didn’t understand all 
Langard had said, but he got the drift. He most. 
decidedly got the drift. Apparently, the white man had 
the ability to look upon life from a slightly different 
angle. He saw more clearly, less optimistically, from a 
less alcoholic view-point. Which in itself was entirely 
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marvellous. And, in any case, of all the highly-objection- 
able things on this earth, the mere thought of turning 
a thousand somersaults in five minutes sounded the most 
deplorable. 

And for why? Because Jimpanee Jim knew. 

The whisky bug had taught him all sorts of unique 
things. Had he not himself run round the earth, back- 
ward, six times to the hour for a fortnight? And had 
he not got into dire trouble with the Devil for climbing 
up the stars to fix the moon, which was undoubtedly 
nailed up skew-whiff that night? And had not the Devil 
taken him by the finger-tips, stretched him out into a 
long tenuous line like a bit of chewing-gum, coiled him 
round a huge cable-drum, and sent him rolling and 
bumping down among the planets till he fell with a 
splash into the sea? And had not a hazing Scandiwegian 
skipper fished him out and bounced him, still on the 
drum, from Island to Island in hundred-mile bumps, 
all round the Pacific? And had he not had to stand on ~ 
the brink of hell and strive to douse the eternal fires 
with a soda-water syphon, the jet from which per- 
sistently turned a disgraceful circle and flew back up the 
spout again? And had he not been staked out on the 
side of a volcano while thirty-five thousand two hundred 
and ten land crabs, commanded by a black-and-white 
striped elephant, came and took little pieces out of him 
and toasted them in the volcano before they put them 
back, all red-hot and scorching? You bet your life he had. 

He had done all that. And lots more. The whisky 
bug was a great educator. He could do almost anything. 
With him a four-angled triangle was not only possible, 
it was an accomplished fact, quadruplicated a million- 
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fold. He could put four suns in the sky at once and 
make ’em whizz round each other in a slowly lessening 
spiral till they got to the zenith. And when they got to 
the zenith they’d bust, turn into green maggots, and 
- fall on him. He could make a masthead bend over and 
fetch him a swipe across the jaw. He could make sharks 
jump clean over the ship and shriek at him as they went 
by. 

But this matter of the thousand somersaults in five 
minutes. This was altogether different. Altogether, 
and totally not to be allowed. It sounded much too 
dizzy for any man’s constitution to stand. He doubted 
his ability to do it. He’d most likely make a mess of it, 
and then there’d be trouble. 

“Whatta hell you want, any’ow?” he suggested. 

“You've got to help me and Miss Gordon clear up 
this beach! And we’ve got to do it lively! All those 
stores in that big cave there will have to be taken up 
topsides: all the gear and everything there is lying 
about. All the empty tins and cans and odd bits of paper 
and stuff must be scattered about on the open sand. 
Bring down some ashes from the cooking fire on one of 
your return journeys and flatten it out on the beach te 
look as though someone has been here and gone. And 
gone! D’ye understand? And gone! That’s the idea. 
There’s a barometer in that big cave with the name 
of the ship on it in brass letters. Nail it up on the side 
of the cave and leave it there. They'll know then that 
the Zimbalene has been and gone. I’ll stick a note on it 
to whom it may concern. I'll take the cutter round to 
the other side of the Island and beach it somewhere 
where it won’t be too easy to find. If necessary, I’ll sink 
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it—but it’s our last chance of escape if things go wrong, 
and I don’t want to do that. That’s all. Say, give me 
one of those pearls of yours.” He shoved his hand into 
the dangling tomato-tin and fished out one of Jim- 
panee’s pearls. The pilot made a startled grab at it as he 
saw his precious treasure flick out into the sunlight. 

“Oh, don’t be a darned fool!’ snarled Langard. “Get 
on with the job! Ill give you a tinful of these things 
when we find the big heap. This one will probably 
save your blighted life!’ He tore himself free of 
Jimpanee Jim’s protesting clutch and hurried over to 
the girl. 


She listened, white-faced, to his string of instructions. _ 


But she listened intently, fearful of missing a word or 
misconstruing an order. Sometimes he caught her 
nodding her head tensely to the beat of his voice. 

“Now, you know these caves inside out, don’t you? 
You could find your way through them blindfold?” he 
finished. 

“Yes—it’s always dark in most of the caves: I never 
need a light.” 

“All right, then. When you’ve got all those stores 
and things up to the niche, cart them all into the caves 
as far as you can get them. Hide them in nooks and 
crannies where a light wouldn’t penetrate even if they 
did make a search of the Island. And another thing, 
take a good reserve of water in with you. We might not 


be able to climb up for any without being seen if they 


make a stay here for any length of time. I’ll come and 
help as soon as I’ve hidden the boat. Now, don’t be 
frightened, but work as hard and as quickly as you can.” 

She nodded and scampered off towards the Seaside 
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House, from which Jimpanee Jim was already issuing 
with his first load—a huge case of tinned meats and a 
corkscrew. 

Langard swam out to the boat and unshipped the 
mast. He thought it might look too conspicuous with a 
mast and rigging pointing skyward, however carefully 
he might be able to conceal it. -Besides which, there was 
every possibility that he would have to sink it some- 
where where it would be recoverable at low water, and 
complete concealment would be impossible with the 
mast shipped. 

He got out two great oars and heaved manfully out 
of the lagoon. The boat was heavy, snub-bowed, and 
two-oar power was no sort of driving force at all for so 
hefty a boat. But he worked his way out yard by yard 
and turned left by the inner reef. The perspiration 
was trickling down him in streams by the time he was 
round the Island. It took him two solid hours of hard, 
grinding labour—labour that calloused his hands and 
strained his tendons. It was back-aching, muscle-killing, 
sinew-binding work, but he hung on to it desperately, 
his eyes ranging over his shoulder as he pulled, search- 
ing the rocky coast for a promising-looking cache. 

At last he found one, a cramped little inlet that 
opened out between two towering walls of rock. ‘The 
entrance was dangerously narrow. He scarcely had oar- 
room, and the water swirled heavily in and out through 
the gut with every wave. But it was better than nowhere, 
and it certainly hid the boat—unless someone happened 
to look directly down upon it from above. 

He dug his oars into the water and pulled the boat 
laboriously into the shelter. She bumped badly in the 
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suck of the outrace and damaged her bows against the 
rock wall, but he got her in with an effort. Inside there 
was barely room to turn the boat round. It was just 
a crescent-shaped opening stuck sideways in the down- 
plunging rock, but he was thankful for it. 

He tied her up head and stern, the painter to a huge 
boulder on one side, the anchor-line to another on the 
other. Then he tautened both lines to keep the boat 
securely in the middle of the fairway, so that the swirl- 
ing tide-water wouldn’t pound her to bits against the 
rocks. 

He did the job thoroughly, but with all the panting 
speed he could pull out. Then he scrambled back over. 
the rocks to lend a hand with the heavier stores. 

The Night Hawk was still far out to sea, and the wind 
was failing. He noted that last fact with a prayer of 
thanks to the little tin gods who watch over sailors. The 
junk sat in the sea like a fat, ugly slug, too inherently 
beastly to move. Langard inspected her critically 
through his glasses, but, in the rising heat haze, he was 
still unable to make out anything definite aboard her, 
except that the oars were out. 

Three toiling journeys they made up that desperate 
climb, and then Lona and the pilot carted the stuff into 
the black vaults of the interior caves while Langard 
went down to the beach to fix up the last touches. 

He smoothed over most of the footmarks that showed 
on the sand above the high-tide level, leaving only a few 
tracks from the main caves down to the water’s edge. 
He did it with a flat piece of wood torn from a broken 
packing-case. Then he took off his boots and stamped 
about around the “fire” in his bare feet till the effect 
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looked good to him. A couple of betel-nuts dropped 
nearby gave it the necessary realistic touch to make it 
appear that a negro cook had worked there. 

In the big cave he shot a lot of empty tins, sauce- 
bottles, and odd litter into one particular corner, and 
then hunted round for the barometer. He found it at 
length, far back in the darkest part of the cave. He 
swore fervently, and renailed it nearer the entrance 
where the sun would hit it. There were glittering brass 
letters round the dial, letters that spelled out the name 
of the ship Zimbalene. The letters were far too bright 
to please him, so he wetted his handkerchief in sea-water 
-and rubbed it over them. He knew that in an hour or 
two the corrosive salts would eat the burnish to a dull 
stain. He smudged the glass, too, with the wet hand- 
_ kerchief, and flicked a little sand over it. 

Then he pulled a page out of his notebook and wrote 
out a bombastic proclamation. He dated it the previous 
day in the hope that it would encourage the Night 
Hawk to set out in hot pursuit. 


“To Mynheer Klingmann, Scarry Harry, or such 
other as may chance this way—Greeting! It is written 
that the race is to the swift, a sentiment with which I 
entirely agree: as doubtless you will also, having read 
this. It maybe that some lone venturer along the ways 
of this deserted sea may be the first to read what is 
written here. In which case I tend to him sincere 
regards, regrets, and condolences—the salutation of one 
gentleman adventurer abroad to another. 

“But mostly I suspect a depressing alliance of Dutch 
and Chinee will be the first to come questioning to this 
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Isle. If so, to you two gentlemen of the high seas I beg 
leave to present this token. It is to assure you that 
Kalau’s cipher did not lie. The Kings of Kauai have 
guarded no mythical trust through the long years gone 
by. They extended their sanctuary to a worthy guest. 
Captain Kidd’s pearls were duly found here on the 
Island of Gulls—some time known as Leaning Island— 
on the date set out above. As the cipher told, they were 
discovered in the third cave to your immediate right, 
looking seaward from here, buried two feet beneath 
the sand. 

“Furthermore, I have pleasure in informing you that 
Legend has not exaggerated. They are indeed Pearls of 
Desire. A whole chestful there were; their number has 
not been counted yet, but there are many hundreds, 
each one a gem. I enclose a specimen. It is but a poor 
sample compared with some in the chest, but still it 
would make a passably fair tie-pin to wear—as a memory 
—shall we say? The Pearl of Life was also awaiting me— 
but you would neither understand nor appreciate that 
inference, I fear. 

“I shall go straight back to Santo Ped to return my 
ship to Captain Nicholson. If your boat can move at 
all, we may hope to meet again, but I would warn you, 
Cardinal is devilishly fond of the twelve-pounder. 

“Meanwhile, I trust you are still resolved to treat 
your niggers kindly. 

“With all earnest wishes for your continued 
disappointment. 

“Faithfully, 
“PETER LANGARD, 
“Trouble-Hunter.” 
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He finished off with a flamboyant flourish, screwed 
the pearl up in it, and stuck it in the carving of the 
barometer, where it would be elegantly noticeable. 

There remained only the living caves to clear, and he 
hurried up to the niche to see about it. Half-way up 
the long climb he stopped with a sudden beetle-browed 
frown and stared at something under a rock. He stooped 
and picked it up. It was a sherry-bottle, as starkly empty 
as the day it left the factory, but smelling dreadfully 
of freshly drained alcohol. A thundercloud went over 
his brain, and he cursed himself for a heaven-deserted 
fool for ever allowing Jimpanee Jim to go into the Sea- 
side House. 

When he stowed the stores there he had put the few 
bottles of spirit right out of sight at the back of the 
cave behind all the other gear. And he had completely 
forgotten their existence. He tried to think out what 
the exact store was. So far as he could remember, there 
was one bottle of whisky, one of brandy, one of sherry, 
and two of red wine. It was purely an emergency stock, 
except the red wine, which he had intended trying out 
on Lona. He wanted to see whether a young, unsophisti- 
cated, wholly natural being would resent the first taint 
of alcohol on her lips, or whether she would ask for 
more. 

Five wretched bottles of drink—and the disastrous 
little pilot had found them. 

He guessed that was what had happened. Lona had 
too many likes and dislikes among the new strange goods 
Langard had brought her voluntarily to try a new one 
for herself. She wasn’t above sneaking down, woman- 
like, in between meals, for a little nibble at something, 
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but it had to be something she especially liked—cake or 
chocolate or preserved fruit, or, oddly enough, vinegar 
pickles. She certainly never experimented with new | 
foodstuffs off her own bat. In fact, Langard had to be | 
very solicitous sometimes in introducing a new one, 
especially just.after she had tasted one she acutely 
disliked. : v 
sai there was. no other interpretation to put upon 
Jimpanee Jim had found drink ‘at last. He had 
feanea off a whole bottle of sherry, and the odds were 
a Manitoba wheatfield to a corntassel' that the other 
bottles were already undergoing a similar process. ‘There 
were no half-measures with Jimpanee Jim. His notions 
of thrift embraced no alcoholic reserve. When Jimpanee 
Jim set out for a binge, he binged. He drank until 
one of two limits arrived—his own or the dope’s. He 
was physically incapable of hiding a bottle for to- 
morrow, or of stopping when the finger of discretion 
tapped his shoulder. He just soused it down until the 
floor wobbled ‘under his feet and made him fall over. 
Then, and not till then, did jap Jim cease feeding 
his sponge. 

For a moment Peter Langard saw red. He hie the. 
bottle angrily away from him, far out among the pre- 
cipitous rocks, where it burst with a loud crash. Jim- 
panee Jim, blind drunk, could wreck their last hope, 
he could give the game away as completely as though 
he walked up to Klingmann with a letter of explana- 
tion. With a fearful mixture of poisons like that inside 
him, he would go into a marvellous trance, which in 
the course of time would become vocal. And for hours, 
inert and immobile on the flat of his back, he would 
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_ squawk aloud ‘all the murderous old sea chanties ‘that 
were ever sung from Cape Town to Baffin’s Bay. Any 
attempt at restraint would bring on an immediate attack 
of whisky bug, when ten thousand screaming polecats 
wouldn’t have any pull on Jimpanee Jim. 

Langard went up the rock at a run. 

Lona had just carted the last of the traces of habita- 
tion from the living caves to the cache inside, and she 
came out at Langard’ s imperative hail. He noted with 
a gasp that she had stripped off her white ducks and 
was back again in her kirtle of sea-gull feathers. 

“I was too hot!” she said by way of a completely satis- 
factory explanation. “I couldn’t run-up and down 
quickly in those things you gave me. This is much 
better.” 

Langard was snapping his thumbs irritatedly. 

“Where’s Jim?” he asked, breathing hard. 

“Down: there,” she answered, pointing to the beach. 

“He isn’t; I’ve just come up from there. How long 
is it since you last saw him?” 

“As long as it would take me to walk up the rock to 
here,” she said. 

“Phew! Did he bring any bottles up with re last 
_ load?” 

“Bottles?” 

“Yes, bottles. Glass things with stoppers in, about so 
big—made of glass that you can see through.” 

: Lona shook her head slowly. 

“No-o-o. I don’t think so,” she said thoughtfully. 
“Only the pickles.” 

“Damn the pickles,” said Langard under his breath. 
“Show me where you’ve stowed the stores.” 
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Together they went into the caves. Lona, hurrying 
ahead in the pitch darkness, picked her way with un- 
canny accuracy. Never missing her step, never pausing 
to feel the way, she took him through gallery after 
gallery, cave after cave that was all glistening wet and 
festooned with weeds and molluscs. The place smelt 
as dank and beastly as a hot beach when the tide has 
gone off it, leaving it bare to a burning sun. 

Langard soon lost all sense of direction and distance. 
The only way he could keep up with her without hurt- 
ing his feet against outjuts or hitting his head against 
low-hanging roofs was to walk close up behind her, with 
his eyes fixed on the swaying kilt of faintly white 
feathers. 

Now and then he caught her low whispered “Bend 
your head now,” and Langard blundered along with 
his hands on her waist. Then would come her soft 
“All right now” or “Mind how you step—this cave is 
steep.” 

After ten minutes’ uncomfortable groping and 
stumbling on his part, they came out into a cave in 
which the little spirit-lamp burned. That cave was a 
great, high-ceilinged, roomy one, with galleries opening 
out of it on three sides and another that seemed to go 
right up into everlasting darkness overhead. 

“This is the best place to hide,” said Lona simply. 

“Ts it? Why?” 

“Because there are water caves all round. Even if 
twenty men came here I could take you through tunnels 
they could never find. I could lose them all in the water 
caves; and when the tide came in they would all be 
swept away.” 
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“Extraordinary,” muttered Langard in surprise and 
admiration. 
“This is the cave the Captain called “The Last Hope.’ 
_ He said if ever we were in trouble we could always 
come here and be safe.” 

“Oh, so the Captain found this place out, did he?” 

“The Captain found all the places out!” said Lona, 


_ with unchallengeable finality. 


“And where are the stores?” 

Lona took him on a rock-climbing jaunt that took 
him right up the eaves of the huge cavern. There, 
dotted away among boulders and behind upthrows of 
rock, she showed him the various niches where the stores 
were hidden. Sheer walls, rising up perpendicularly 
from the ledges, made a little series of palisaded 
terraces, and behind these Langard saw three beds made 
up. The job was done perfectly, each bed spread out 
and built on its pallet of bracken. 

Langard hunted over the stores with a critical eye. 
He inspected it all, nook by nook. But there wasn’t 
so much as a sniff of alcohol to be found. It had gone, 
smoothly, simply, and with beautiful completeness. ‘The 
only article of spiritous content at all was a bottle of 
eau-de-Cologne, which Langard used as a dab for such 
minor annoyances as mosquito-bites or prickly heat. But 
the corkscrew was there. He found it stuck into the lid 
of the case of tinned meats. 

But that was no hope, of course. Jimpanee Jim never 
pulled a cork. He knocked the neck off. 

Langard straightened up. 

“Ail right, Lona, thank you. You’ve done 
splendidly,” he said. “You’ve worked miracles in the 
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short time you’ve had. You’re a wonderful little girl, 
really.” 

The Miracle Girl smiled in ingenuous delight. 

“Jim did most of it, though,” she said. 

“Did he? That won’t stop me making him turn ten 
thousand somersaults in two seconds when I get hold of 
him,” said Langard darkly. “I want to find that gentle- 
man: want to find him very urgently. And if you'll 
be sweet enough to show me the way out of this grisly 
sepulchre—thank you very much, little lassie.” 

He groped and stumbled his way out behind her into 
the daylight again and stood blinking in the entrance. 
It was several minutes before his eyes got used to the 
dazzling glare again after the sightless gloom of the 
caves. 

When he could bear the full light of the sun blazing 
back from the sea, he turned and looked for the Night 
Hawk. The junk was heading back to the Island on the 
other tack, and the wind had freshed behind her. She 
was making good headway now. Judging by the cream- 
ing curl of foam at her forefoot, he reckoned her to be 
making between five and six knots an hour. And if she 
could keep that pace up she would be riding into the 
lagoon inside three hours. Langard was more worried 
than he would have said. 

He turned to the girl and gave her his last warning: 

“Don’t stir away from the cave-mouth for anything,” 
he said. “You are the only one who knows the way 
through these awful rabbit warrens, and you must be 
on hand whenever the need arises. If you see or hear 
Jimpanee Jim, shout as loudly as you can for me. I'll 
be back before that junk gets to harbour, I hope. But in 
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any case don’t move from here unless those Chinese 
Jand and scale the rock. Is that all quite clear?” 

“Yes, Peter. But don’t be long—please!”’ 

“I won't. I promise. But I must find Jimpanee Jim.” 

“Perhaps he has gone to the top of the rock for 
water.” 

Langard nodded and hurried off, perfectly sure in his 
own mind that Jimpanee Jim had done no such thing. 
Jimpanee Jim never took water with anything. 

He first crawled to the top of the finger, struggling 
against a mighty wind that seemed to have sprung up 
from nowhere. He had to battle against it on his hands 
and knees when he got to the top, crawling along the 
edge till he found a vantage-point where he could take 
a survey all round with his glasses. From the great flat 
surface, with its myriad pockings of rain-filled caves— 
natural water cisterns really, lacking an outlet pipe—the 
Island was visible in its entirety. Every yard of the 
Island could be seen, excepting sundry odd patches 
where the trees grew in clumps down in the garden on 
the other side of the column, or behind the rocky ribs 
that slid over the land here and there. 

He lay flat on his stomach and searched the whole 
place over area by area. About him and around him 
was the wind, a high rushing wind that he had never 
experienced up there before at that hour. It drove into 
his eyes and made them fill with water; it tore through 
his hair like the stream-line of an aircraft propeller: 
and once it almost wrenched the glasses out of his hand. 
It was odd, queer, unusual. Sometimes its velocity 
seemed to give it sound, and it squealed as it ripped 
past him. Then, all in a shattering moment, it fell away 
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to a sob, and then even the sob died. For several seconds 
an unearthly quiet would reign, with not a breath of 
wind to temper the heat of the molten sun. The foam- 
lashed rain-water surfaces would smooth out again to 
cold, clear mirrors of turquoise—flat mirrors that 
reflected the little woolly-white clouds overhead with 
such startling perfection that Langard experienced the 
uncanny sensation of looking down at the sky. And then 
—zoosh! along it would come again, whistling like ten 
thousand plunging devils, tearing along the higher alti- 
tudes at a fearful pace, while down below among the 
trees something like a flat calm prevailed. It was 
certainly very peculiar. 

Painfully battling with squall after squall, Langard 
delved and poked with his glasses into every hole and 
corner. Every few minutes he altered his position, 
squirming round the top of the rock on all fours to keep 
out of sight of roving binoculars on the Night Hawk. 

But of Jimpanee Jim there was not a trace. The little 
rat of a man seemed to have taken himself off the Island 
altogether. Langard could only surmise that he must 
have tucked himself down in some rocky cleft out of the 
glare of the sun, somewhere where he could recline at 
his own grandiloquent ease, knock the necks off the 
bottles one by one, and pour them gently down his 
gullet. 

It was not until Langard had worked round to the 
landward side that he saw anything resembling the mark 
of a human. And when he did he nearly dropped his 
glasses with the shock. 

Far down below him, in a tiny grove of eucalyptus- 
trees, he saw a faint spiral of wood smoke curling 
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upward. It was hazily blue, and ascended so slowly that 
it almost seemed to be hanging dead in the stillness 
among the trees. 

But it wasn’t the fire that startled him so much as the 
figure crouching over it. It was Benas! 

There was not the slightest doubt about it. The 
brown, shrivelled old figure with the white mist of hair 
on its poll, the gaunt skinny arms that seemed to be 
- nothing but bony sticks jointed in the middle, the thin 
legs from which all the flesh had gone, leaving only the 
huge flat feet, protruding knee-caps and spindles con- 
necting with the hips, was Benas, the chief witch-doctor 
of all the peoples of Kauai. 

And whatever it was he was doing, he was terribly 
intent on the business in hand. From where he was he 
could see the approaching shape of the Night Hawk had 
he turned his head. 

But he never did turn his head. Neither to the right 
nor left he looked. But every scrap of attention in him 
was focused with unwavering fixity of purpose on 
something in front of him. He was bending over it. 
‘The curve of his back threw the bones of his vertebrz 
into spiky prominence. 

Langard steadied his glass against the top sill and 
focused it hard on the amazing visitor. How he had 
got there he hadn’t the slightest idea. Whether he had 
sidled quietly ashore while the Zimbalene lay at anchor 
and had successfully concealed himself ever since, or 
whether he had just swum back from Nukahiva, or 
whether he had transplanted himself there by some 
magic formula known only to himself, were questions 
that seemed to warrant equal doubts and almost equal 
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possibilities. He was certainly there, and that was quite 
unsettling enough for Langard. 

The old ju-ju man was bending over a cauldron on a 
slow fire. Langard could see the glowing redness under- 
neath it. And it was of a peculiar redness. Red as 
pigeon’s blood. One fleshless old hand was slowly 
circling the edge of the smoking cauldron. Tirelessly, 
steadily, his hand went round and round. It never 
ceased, and he never turned his eyes away from the mess 
in the pot. 

His lips were moving, mouthing out some horrible 
incantation as his hand went round. Mumble, mumble, 
mumble went the lips, and round and round and round 
went the bony hand, caressing the rim of a pot that must 
have been nearly red-hot. 

For whatever it was that cauldron contained it was 
not liquid, but something dry, something that burned 
in the bottom of it and threw up the slow coiling spiral 
of blue wood smoke. His eyes were glaring into the 
stuff in that pot with feverish intensity. He seemed to 
be hypnotising himself with his own tremendous con- 
centration. The red glow of the fire was reflected in 
them, sombrely, sinisterly. Every grain and fibre of him 
was centralising its mesmeric force on the contents of 
that cauldron. There was never a glance up the hill to 
relieve his eyes, never a peep out to sea to glimpse the 
oncoming Night Hawk. He just knelt there, crouching 
over the pot, like some old vulture over its prey, while 
the lips mumbled and the hand circled—and the wicked- 
looking blue smoke spiral curled up into the noon haze. 

Had Cardinal been there he could have told Langard 
a few things about a certain canvas store on the Zim- 
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balene, and of a fetid, reeking stench in that room as the 
kasti leaves turned slowly to blue vapour and hung in 
the torpid air. He could have told him of the devil 
magic brewing in the pot and of the look that blazed in 
the witch-doctor’s eyes when the kahuna was broken. 
But Cardinal wasn’t there, and so he couldn’t tell him. 
And all Langard could do was to lay there and fret and 
fume and curse to beat the band, while the Night Hawk, 
under a full spread of canvas, rushed in nearer and 
nearer to the locked lagoon. 

He was exasperated beyond measure. All his pain- 
fully wrought plans were being kicked on the head by 
a couple of nigger brutes who ought never to have been 
on the Island at all. By this time Jimpanee Jim was 
probably rolling drunk, admiring rock avalanches 
sliding up mountains what time the mountains began 
turning a thousand somersaults in five minutes—or was 
it five thousand somersaults in one minute? No matter: 
they would be spinning. The whole world would be 
spinning. And Jimpanee Jim would be ready to burst 
into high-pitched song at a moment’s notice—high, 
rollicking, ribald song that would not fail to attract 
attention. 

Langard crawled away off the summit and, keeping 
the column between himself and the junk, descended 
to the niche. The cooking fire there had died out. Lona 
had cleared out the great urn of rock and thrown the 
food to the gulls. The urn was now partly filled with 
rain-water, as much to cool the stone as to make it look 
natural. It was in there that he found the brandy-bottle. 
Jimpanee Jim seemed to have been drinking as he went. 

Langard registered another uncomfortable thought— 
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he had found two of the bottles, where was the little 
brute likely to have planked his other fresh-smelling 
discards? 

He went across to the cave-mouth and sat down with 
Lona to watch, with ever-growing helplessness, the 
approach of the Night Hawk. 


CHAPTER X 


JimPaAnEE Jim burbled. The world was at last being 
remarkably good to him. He was happily closeted in 
the third cave from the left as you face seaward, the cave 
where Langard, in his letter to Klingmann, declared he 
had found the treasure. Beside him were two wine- 
bottles. They were decapitated. The contents were 
satisfactorily immolated, and Jimpanee Jim lolled back 
to admire his immediate future, as represented by one 
whisky-bottle—contents not yet sacrificed. 

A nine-eyed giraffe poked his head six yards into the 
cave and asked him how he was. And Jimpanee Jim 
was so struck with the courtesy of the brute that he 
biffed the neck of his last remaining bottle and drained 
it to the everlasting health of the pretty thing. Having 
done which, there was only one fly in the Jimpanean 
ointment. And that was that his immediate future had 
now become his immediate past. It was unfortunate, 
regrettable, and irremediable. Wherefore he grappled 
mentally with the following very pressing problem: 
How would you steer a sailing-ship, backwards, with 
the wind dead against you, through a mill-race going 
the opposite way to you, and with your steering gear 
set in permanent reverse? The answer, it seemed, was 
very simple. He couldn’t quite work it out or arrive 
at it, but it was very simple: almost too simple. It con- 
cerned a lot of somersaults and a certain number of 
minutes, but it was quite simple. Besides, it was a 
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square moon to-night. So the giraffe was probably 
right. 

He stood up and leaned against the side of the cave, 
swaying. Something devilish queer was happening 
somewhere. His head was spinning round. No, his 
head was stationary, but the rest of his body was spin- 
ning round—going round like mad. And his head was 
standing still. Amazing! And the world was spinning 
round the opposite way. Extraordinary! And all the 
world was red as fire. Beautiful! 

Jimpanee Jim went staggering out of the cave. Some- 
thing certainly had gone wrong. There was a doodah 
head down in his tomato-tin, and he couldn’t get it out 
because the tomato-tin was head down in the doodah. 
Or actions to that effect. 

He reeled along the sand through a murky haze that 
seemed to reach out and envelop him. Outside the 
Seaside House his legs gave way under the most amaz- 
ing atmospherical effects he had ever encountered. He 
fell flat on his back with his eyes upturned to the 
barometer. 

Jimpanee Jim didn’t know it, but while he was in the 
cave getting his alcoholic steam up a ghastly change had 
come over the summer day. Earth and sea and sky were 
veiled in a coppery gloom. It settled slowly and as 
slowly intensified, until the whole Island was bathed 
in an unearthly light, brassy and fearful. 

The sun hung overhead like the port-hole of a ship, 
a port-hole with a blood-red light behind it. Over to 
the north the sky had become’a great blotchy sweep of 
purple. A long bar of brilliant red swept out over the sea 
and rested on the column, burnishing the edges to fire. 
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The wind had failed utterly. There was not a breath 
stirring between sea and sky. The sea itself looked a 
sickly, glassy green, with purple sweeps sliding across 
it on the slimy sides of the swells. The air had become 
overpoweringly oppressive. The gloom became deeper 
and deeper till the whole earth floated in a green half- 
glow. Sparkles of phosphorus began to flash off the sea, 
and the atmosphere became unbearable in its torpid 
lifelessness. 

‘The sea resembled a huge circular cauldron in which 
lay a giant ladle of molten lead, heaving and simmer- 
ing like a fermenting yeast. 

Some ghastly cloud-vapour must have formed over- 
head, for the sun was slowly obliterated and blotted out 
by a hot black cloak. 

Jimpanee Jim gazed at the barometer. It wobbled. It 
stood at 30.10. In ten seconds it went down to go. In 
twenty seconds it had slumped to 28 dead. And even 
while he watched it, it began to climb back. Such extra- 
ordinary behaviour on the part of a barometer needle 
was unprecedented, unique, unheard of. It was beyond 
credence. Yet there it was. The frightful thing was 
walking back past the 30 point again, wobbling as it 
went. 

Jimpanee Jim nearly sobered up. Here was a calamity 
coming that the Boss ought to be warned about. This 
was colossal. The Boss would have to be told. He reared 
up on one elbow. 

For a minute he gazed at the barometer, maudlinly 
pondering the absurdity of it. It didn’t occur to him 
that something shockingly wrong with the cosmic 
system was preventing him from falling into the 
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oblivion of a drunken stupor. He didn’t even realise 
that his own body was as dependable a barometer as 
that man-made contraption that hung there, grinning 
at him. It didn’t occur to his alcohol-sodden brain that 
the same atmospheric disturbances that were registering 
so grotesquely on the barometer needle were responsible 
for his own inability to collapse. 

All his pilot knowledge surged uppermost as the 
liquor fumes battled for possession, and he got up and 
pushed the indicator over to cover the needle. 

“Thirty-ten, thirty-ten,’ he whispered in an awed 
voice. 

Pchah! the thing lied. It wasn’t possible! 

But while he watched it the needle moved away from 
under the indicator. Another relapse was setting in. 

And just then the barometer detached itself from the 
wall and hit him. A wicked blow that knocked him 
sprawling. He tried to get up, but the nine-eyed 
giraffe came and held him down while the barometer 
developed legs and danced a hellish minuet on his chest 
and shouted, “Twenty-nine ten, twenty-nine ten,” in a 
fearful voice of its own. 

“Bah! I guessed as much, the little hound! Hark at 
him!” gritted Langard up at the cave-mouth. He peered 
down through the unearthly gloom, but the base of the 
column was sheeted in purple dusk. And only the pilot’s 
puzzled squealing came streaking up. 

“God, what on earth’s going to happen?” he 
whispered. 

From the Night Hawk’s flat sides two boat-loads of 
Chinese pushed off and began rowing for the beach. 
Langard saw them, and tiny beads of cold perspiration 
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broke out over his forehead. He realised that something 
frightful was going to happen, something that was 
wombed in the giant crucibles of elemental uproar. 
He sensed its approach in every fibre: every tissue in 
him was reacting to the fearful jumps in the barometric 
pressures. He felt as though he was breathing air that 
was superheated and heavily compressed—as though he 
was working in a boiler with the gauges ticking up to 
the bursting-point. 

The creak of the boat oars came noisily up to him. 
Somewhere down on the beach, out of sight, Jimpanee 
_ Jim raised his voice to the shuddering gloom in a yowl- 
ing howl of bibulous profanity which slowly petered 
into a maudlin song of dock-side love. 

Langard hurried back to the cave and strove to im- 
press a last warning on Lona. But she was too unutter- 
ably cowed with primitive fright to understand. She was 
crouching back against the wall of the cave with her 
head buried in her knees and her hands clutched over 
the nape of her neck, as though to ward off something 
that was beyond her comprehension. 

He shook her by the shoulder. | 

“Lona!” he said, his mouth right down close to her 
ear. “You must stay in this cave and not move! You 
must watch for me coming back. We may have to fight 
for our lives before the night falls. ‘These are bad men— 
the worst you'll ever know: and you must never let them 
see you. On no account must you show yourself or let 
them see you. If they come up this rock you must run 
back into the caves and hide. And you must keep on 
hiding till I come back—or until that black ship goes 
away. Do you understand me—Lona—do you under- 


260 PERARUS.OF DESIRE 


stand me?” He spoke in a quick, commanding rasp that 
was almost menacing in its intensity. 

But the girl started up in sudden panic. It glittered 
in her frightened eyes and showed in the twitching of 
her limbs. 

“You are not going away!” she cried. “You are not 
going to leave me!” 

“Sh! Little girlie, I must. I must get down to the 
beach and siifle that little devil of a pilot. If I don’t, 
something dreadful may happen to you.” 

But she clung about him in a helpless storm of fear. 
Born and bred in the wild as she was, cradled and 
nurtured in the very soul of the wilderness, she, too, 
felt the horror of the awful thing that was hanging in 
the air. She, tuned to the elements since the day of her 
birth, felt it more than any of them. It unnerved her. 

“Oh, Peter—Peter; don’t—don’t leave me,” she cried 
tempestuously. 

“But, Lona—I can’t help it! Let go of me! Lona! Do 
you hear! I won’t be gone long. I'll be back here with 
you as soon as——” 

“No! No! Peter—oh, dear, dear Peter——”’ 

“Hell!” Langard wrenched himself free, pulled out 
his gun, and ran from the cave. He clawed and scrambled 
his way down the precipitous slope, flinging caution to 
the winds and risking detection a hundred times from 
the boats crawling in to the foreshore. 

‘Long before he was half-way down he saw that it 
would be too late. He could never hope to get down 
to the drunken native before the Chinese were spread- 
ing out over the beach. 

He doubled back round the heel of the great column 
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and tried to get down upon them from the more in- 
accessible side. The magazine of his gun was full, and 
he had a violent hope in his heart that if he could 
manage to pick off Klingmann and Scarry Harry the 
rabble might beat a rush back to their junk in affright. 

The cutter was useless. He could see it from where 
he was. One of the boat-ropes had chafed and parted, 
and the swing of the water in the tiny cove had see- 
sawed her against the rock walls and half pulverised her. 
Some of her ribs were stove in. She was down by the 
bows in four feet of water, her stern poking up in the 
air, gently rocking to the rise and suck of the water. 

And far across in the eucalyptus-grove old Benas con- 
tinued his horrible incantations. He was adding fruit 
pulp into the tindery mass in the cauldron, and his black 
lips were muttering a prophecy as his skinny hand 
skirled round the rim of the pot. 

“He will eat bread-fruit! He will eat of the bread- 
fruit of the Island of Gulls!” he mumbled. He droned 
it out in an unchanging monotone as unceasing as the 
turn of his hand round the cauldron’s lips. His left hand 
slowly kneaded the spongy heart of a bread-fruit to a 
dough, and dropped it, pellet by pellet, into the smoking 

ot. 
. The air became thicker and breathing more difficult. 
Langard’s drills clung about him as steamily sodden as 
though he had just stepped out of a hot bath. 

Then the boat-loads of Chinese touched in to the 
shore, and an absolute pandemonium broke out on the 
beach. The sudden change from the unearthly quiet 
that had fallen like a pall over the Island was nerve- 
prickling. The Chinese ran in scattering groups over 
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the beach, making for the cave entrances at the base of 
the towering finger. They were yelling to each other 
through the gloom, gabbling in voices high-pitched with 
excitement. Some of them found Jimpanee Jim, and 
screeched unintelligible questions into his unheeding 
ears. The pilot was shrieking back at them in a blind 
miasma, and telling the whole universe to go and bake 
its face. 

Then into the din boomed the voice of Klingmann, 
threatening unnamable horrors on the whole crew if 
they didn’t cease their clamour. He and Scarry Harry 
stood in the centre of the beach and called the whole 
crowd of them altogether. The captain detailed them 
off in twos and threes to search various areas of the 
Island. It was obvious that both he and Klingmann 
were anxious to make a search and clear out to open 
sea before something fearful overtook them. Even the 
Chinese pirate, who had lived out every day of his life 
in the typhoon zone, had never seen anything that 
approached the atmosphere of awful foreboding that 
was slowly increasing minute by minute and second by 
second all around them as far as the eye could see. 

“My God!” muttered Langard, wringing the perspira- 
tion out of his handkerchief. “Something is going off in 
a minute! Feels as though the whole earth was going to 
burst. And if the earth doesn’t, I’m darn sure my head 
will!” 

A coolie in one of the caves let out a wild yell and 
went flying back down the beach to Scarry Harry, 
waving Langard’s note over his head as he ran. 

The pirate leader stood very still while Klingmann 
read the message out to him. Langard had a wonderful 
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chance of shooting them both, but the distance was too 
great. He could have done it witha rifle, but he couldn’t 
trust an automatic, not with his nerves jumping the way 
they were. And to shoot was to announce his presence. 

Klingmann and the Chinese buccaneer took the news 
badly—Klingmann especially. He went mottled in the 
face, raised his hands high above his head, and shook 
his great fists at the purpling skies. He was shouting 
something in booming gutturals and swearing fiercely 
at Scarry Harry, who was pointing at the sky and the 
junk and the signs and portents of calamity that were 
closing in all around them. The very air seemed 
pregnant with disaster. It was crawling alive with 
warnings. 

But Klingmann would have none of it. He shouted 
back vehemently at the Chinese, and swore that he’d 
search the whole Island, though the stars burst and the 
heavens fell. He pointed angrily to the delirious form 
of Jimpanee Jim, which was being dragged by a couple 
of coolies from the cave and dumped on the beach. 

“That wass proof someone iss on der Island, aindt it?” 
he raved. “Wass der Simpalene go away andt leaf der 
pilot—hey? What iss? Hey—what iss?” He ran his © 
podgy fingers through his hair and half wept in his 
mortification. 

The pirate pointed out that the Zimbalene was no- 
where in sight. Obviously the crafty white men had got 
rid of their obligations to the native pilot by dumping 
him ashore with a few bottles of drink—on an Island 
where no one would ever find him and where even live 
men could tell no tales. 

The Dutchman sank on his knees and cupped the 
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single pearl in the palm of his hand, staring at it like 
aman inatrance. “Yah! There wass der t’ousands like 
him—yah—t’ousands!” he expostulated. “Andt it iss we 
are too late? No! No! Damblast I tell you—we findt 
them!” 

The Chinaman left him to it, and went along to put 
the fear of the devil into his coolies. In a few minutes 
the whole Island was swarming with them. Odd ones 
here and there stumbled on the track leading up to the 
platform and, the upper caves, but they wearied of 
mountain-climbing in the first few minutes, and 
Langard’s little heap of boulders was not called on for 
action. 

The sultry torpor in the air became insupportable. 
The sea had slowly taken on the aspect ofa hugecauldron 
of molten lead. It glimmered. Odd flashes of sombre 
colour came off it, and it looked hot. Every-now and 
then a heaving swell, solitary and slow, ran across it 
like a nervous shudder. The tide was coming in; it 
was full on the flood, but it was coming in without 
visible motion, just a slow mounting of the tide level 
round the water-line. Far out in the bay, two great 
blind sharks leapt in dire extremity. 

An unearthly hush settled down on the air—it was 
as though the whole Island waited with a nervous 


expectancy for something to happen, as though the— 


Island of Gulls had become the breeding-ground for a 
hundred cyclonic hurricanes, each one slowly working 
up to the maximum pressure before bursting out in 
demoniacal frenzy over the waters. 

Klingmann, with a dozen Chinese, had gone right on 
round the beach towards the wooded half of the Island. 
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The bony hand of Destiny was reaching out for him 
from the hushed stillness of the eucalyptus-grove. The 
thin wisp of smoke from Benas’s ju-ju fire had been re- 
ported to him, and he set out with grim determination 
to demonstrate the inaccuracy of Scarry Harry’s theories. 

And he ate of the bread-fruit of the Island of Gulls. 

The thing was very simple and very natural. And very 
ghastly. It was merely that before his crowd had been 
walking ten minutes they came across a bread-fruit tree 
and raided it. They had been at sea many days and fruit 
had been denied them. The tree was stripped in a 
minute, and Klingmann, wiping his streaming face, sat 
on a rock and ate one raw. 

And before he got to the wood smoke among the 
eucalyptus-trees, Klingmann the Dutchman gasped, 
-squinted horribly, and rolled over in a madly con- 
stricting ball. The Chinese, terror-stricken, watched 
him die, foaming at the mouth, suffocating, with his 
tongue swelling up outside his lips like a purple mango 
—unable to breathe, unable even to moan. 

They fell on their faces and howled to the gods of 
the East, while the gods of the South showered their 
potency into the kahuna. And that time there was no 
Cardinal on hand to break it. When the body ceased 
its writhings the Chinese picked it up fearfully and 
carried it back the way they had come, mute with dread. 
And Benas, with a malevolent snarl, kicked his cauldron 
over and soothed his smoking fingers on a pad of oiled 
cloth. ; 

As they returned to the shore one of them saw 
Langard, a hundred yards above them, a figure in 
sodden white, gazing down at the beach. They 
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surprised him from behind. Dropping the body of their 
lord and master, they crept up the slope and rushed him 
—nine of them, and every one fanatically mad. 

Langard heard them and pulled his gun. He let fly 
three times and backed towards a cave-mouth. The © 
pirates yelled and shrieked to their mates below, and a 
couple of score of them made a wild rush up the rocks 
to join them. 

Langard was dimly aware of a little moan just behind 
his ear, a moan of desperate anxiousness; there was a 
whirl behind him, and someone gripped him by the ~ 
waist and jerked him bodily backwards into the recesses 
of the cave. 

“Quick, Peter—oh, quickly! Hold my hand and follow 
me!” A frantically keyed-up voice whispered and dragged 
at him with frenzied strength. 

Out of the heated gloom outside and into the cold, 
clammy blackness of the caves Lona rushed him. She 
was still wearing her sea-gull feathers,and by hypnotising 
his eyes to them, he was able to follow—with the junk 
crew yelling at their heels like a pack of wolves. 

And then began a hectic, nerve-shattering hunt in the 
utter blackness of the hidden galleries. Behind them the 
Chinese were striking matches and searching out every 
nook and cranny; but Lona—a new and transformed 
Lona, Lona the fighter, the eternal primitive woman— 
pitted her single knowledge against the whole shouting 
horde of them and led them deeper and ever deeper 
into the labyrinthine blindness of the interior. 

“Downwards, Peter—downwards!” she kept whisper- 
ing, as though every instinct and inborn intuition in her 
was hammering that message desperately on her brain. 
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Downwards! Ever her turnings and twistings led down- 
wards: through the hollow heart of that echoing vault 
and down towards the level of the water. 

All around them the granite walls shook and trembled 
to the thunder of the incoming tide. It boomed and 
rumbled to the press of the outer waters mounting up 
the great siphon, hissing in a steady monody of droning 
sound as it roared back through the return passages. 

And then all in a moment it ceased. With one mighty 
tremor of sound the whole great thunder of water 
stopped as abruptly as though giant valves had been 
turned off. 

For a moment there was an absolute and utter absence 
of sound, except for a short flutter of air as though the 
earth had sighed and the echo of it whispered among the 
caverns. Lona and Langard halted in their mad rush, 
irresolute, frightened at the sound of their own flying 
feet. 

Then Lona seized him by the wrist and raced with 
him downwards through the darkness like a thing 
possessed. 

“Quickly, Peter! Run!’ Her voice rose to a choking 
gasp. “Run, Peter! Run for your life!” 

Somewhere up near the summit of the column a 
thunderous crack echoed down. Then another, closer to 
them, like the concussion of a cannon shot. The whole 
finger trembled, and from the far interior came the 
sound of a sudden mighty rush of falling water. Into 
it was fused a medley of shrieks and howls and broken 
gurglings, when their pursuers, trapped in the black 
maze of interlocking galleries, were caught up in a 
sweeping torrent that suddenly overwhelmed them. 
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Langard made a wild surmise at what had happened. 
A crack had opened up somewhere in the column and 
the siphon had burst. The whole mammoth system of 
water had ceased its upward flowing and was falling 
back solidly, careering through dry caves and galleries 
and sweeping the Chinese with it in its headlong 
rush. 

They reached the lower caves and peered out at the 
beach. 

It was deserted. Scarry Harry had taken fright. The 
darkness of semi-night had wrapped round the Island, 
and the air had become poisonous, vitiated. Hot wind 
puffs jerked about and stopped dead after going a few 
yards. 

The pirate captain and his men were rowing out to 
the Night Hawk like maniacs. They had sensed a pend- 
ing cataclysmic upheaval, and had seen the awful danger 
of being caught on a lee shore. If the typhoon burst on 
the Island from the eastward and the junk was blown 
ashore or smashed up in the riot of heaving waters that 
was bound to follow, it would mean the end of every- 
thing for all of them. His one hope was to get back to 
his ship, and, with every man working at the sweeps, to 
put as many miles between the junk and the cursed 
Island as was humanly possible before the horror broke 
loose. 

Great streaks of phosphorus were flashing up over the 
bay. The sea was aflame with it. It was as though long 
lines of submerged limelights were all blazing upward 
from a few inches under the water. It flickered and 
wavered and shone like sheets of white fire. 

Lona and Langard stood on the beach and clutched 
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each other’s hands as a cataract of water swirled by them 
from the cave they had just left. It came out like a 
colossal spouter and roared down into the sea, cleaving 
a great rent in the sand as it went. Now and then the 
body of a Chinese seaman swirled over and over in the 
water as it swung down to the sea. 

Scarry Harry and his coolies reached the Night Hawk 
and scrambled aboard. The great sweeps were already 
out, plunging into the water laboriously as soon as the 
men left on board saw the others putting off. With the 
arrival of the others, who double-banked on the oars 
with the strength of fear in their bones, the great junk 
began to slide through the water towards the entrance 
to the lagoon. 

Then a shudder ran over the sea: and Langard gasped. 

The whole surface of the sea was suddenly alive with 
fish. Big fish, little fish, huge fish, tiny fish, round fish, 
fiat fish, the whole finny population of the sea suddenly 
began leaping and vaulting up out of the water in a 
frenzied dementia. Flying-fish shot up in fear-driven 
clouds; giant rays reared up with sides streaming with 
water and thudded back explosively; barracout and 
hungry-jawed bonita, sea-pike and multi-coloured sea 
perch, huge black skate and all the company of mullets, 
fish of every sort and shape and size, all began a mad 
devil dance in and out of the water. The sea surface was 
aboil with them—fish jumping, fish diving, fish vaulting, 
fish leaping, fish going stark staring mad. And then the 
awful convulsion came. 

Langard seized the girl and threw himself flat on the 
beach with her, for the whole Island had twisted and 


flexed under them. 
Ss 


2470 “" PEARLS OF DESIRE 


The earth moved, with them on it, a rolling contor- 
tion that crawled over the land like a wave, repeated 
again and again in a series of gigantic shudders. A 
booming detonation, as though a whole battle-fleet had 
fired a simultaneous broad-side, clanged through the 
gloom, and Langard, flat on his face, felt rather than 
saw the great column shiver at the base and crack. His 
flesh stiffened and his toes flexed. He wanted to shut 
his eyes; but couldn't. 

The crack split open like a jag of forked lightning, 
except that it travelled from the bottom to the top. It 
was complete in the flick of an eye, a great horrible- 
looking rent that tore up it like a vast black line. 

At the second tremor, pell-mell on the heels of the 
first, it subdivided and split out right across the base. 

A mighty cloud of gulls soared up from its summit in 
panic flight, a screaming concourse that swept up into 
the upper air in white myriads. 

Slowly the gigantic arm toppled as the split opened. 
The black line grew thicker and thicker as the falling 
halves of it separated. And the daylight broke through 
them from the other side. 

Ponderously the great thing swayed over and fell, a 
half-mile of granite unwieldiness that broke off at its 
base and crashed downwards into the sea. Two huge ~ 
tidal-waves surged into life in a seething tumult as the - 
giant fell, swelling upwards and rolling outwards to the 
mammoth impact. A quiver ran over the whole surface 
of the bay, as though the sea itself recoiled from the 
shock of it. The scrunching outcry of the pulverising 
foundations shrieked into the tense air: the tremendous 
pressure of rock grinding and powdering on rock set up 
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a squealing that assaulted the ear-drums and deadéned 
the faculties. 

Langard muttered, “Good God! The Night Hawk,’ 
and then the sand swirled into his lungs. 

For the Night Hawk was gone. 

The great junk had been riding directly under the 
great tower when it cracked and fell, and the huge pro- 
jection had flung its incalculable weight on her as it 
boomed down.-into the sea. 

Then came the wind, a living wall of it that hit the 
ruins of the Island and tore over it like a million shriek- 
ing furies. The sea creamed up to a white hissing froth 
as the typhoon drove across it. For a solid hour it con- 
tinued, roaring, droning over the Island, uprooting 
trees, rolling hundred-weight boulders before it like 
scurrying handfuls of marbles, bouncing and bump- 
ing and spinning along like blown leaves in the 
wind. 

Through it all Langard, with his face buried in the 
crook of his arm, lay flat on the ground and gripped 
the girl to him. 

Once he essayed to howl a warning into her ear as he 
felt the concussion of a great boulder bumping along to- 
wards them. But the yelling fury of the wind tore the 
sound from his’mouth. He could not even hear him- 
self. Lona felt the great thing as it thundered by, and 
pressed up closer to him, shielding herself from the 
smaller stones against his body. 

After a full hour of it, pandemonium gone berserk 
mad, it began to ease down. Some of the awful dark- 
ness began to give way to the forces of day. The wind 
began to subside, little by little, as the minutes passed, 
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until it was little more than a moaning through the 
gloom. 

Then all became quiet: quiet with the stillness of 
death. The elemental upheaval had passed. Whatever 
awesome convulsion it was that had writhed into life 
down there in the bowels of the earth, it had subsided. 
Though the phosphorus still blazed in the bay, a wan 
dull light was breaking gently through the copper haze 
and shedding a dawn radiance over the scene of the 
tremor. 

Langard looked round at Lona. He was dimly sur- 
prised to find that throughout the uproar he had had 
her in his arms, clutched to him: and. that she was 
neither weeping nor fearful. Her emotions had gone 
right on beyond that. Her own arms were around his 
neck, and she was breathing softly against his cheek. He 
felt the warm breath of her on his face. 

He stayed there for many minutes, unwilling to move: 
not wanting to. The unearthly atmosphere slowly 
cleared. The air grew lighter and less highly charged 
each moment as the awful coppery gloom lifted and the 
sun broke through. 

In a little while all was peaceful and normal, save for 
a gentle sighing on the beach and the wailing screams 
of the millions of homeless gulls. 

Langard stood up and helped Lona to her feet. He 
gazed around dumbly at the scene of ruin the convulsion 
had left in its wake. Of the great finger only a stub re- 
mained, a stub that was honeycombed with caves broken 
open to the light of day. Not a tree was standing. A few 
were blown into crevices of the rocks and were wedged 
there, driven in close like bundles of green hay. The 
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Night Hawk’s deck-house, torn from its moorings, lay 
flattened against the stub of the finger, four hundred 
yards above the high-tide level. 

Lona, with a whimpering cry, broke and ran from him 
towards the exposed caves. Langard followed her, call- 
ing to her, striving to keep up with her. But she neither 
turned nor answered him. Fleet-footed and amazingly 
sure of her ground, she was lost to sight almost before 
he realised she was gone. 

He found her two hours later, in the light of the sink- 
ing sun. All red and gold and softly mellow, it lit up 
the sea till it shone like illuminated glass. A great 
streaming banner of it reached out from the west and 
touched her to: living fire, crouching over a great sea- 
chest in a hollow at the base of the broken finger. 

The lid of the chest was lying a little away from her, 
rotted and broken. But inside the chest was a mound 
of gleaming white iridescence. Pearls: a great miraculous 
heap of them, all ablaze with the witchery of the cold 
fires that burned within them. 

Langard gazed down at the scene and caught his 
breath. He felt a choking constriction in his throat. 
The Pearls of Desire—a prize beyond all calculation and 
price: the end of a quest that had drawn him half-way 
across an ocean, that had landed him in a barren acre 
of desert, set in a wild domain of watery wilderness; a 
quest that had thrown him up like a bit of jetsam to the 
desolate shrine of the most wonderful pearl of all, to the 
altar-steps of the Pearl of Life. 

“By ye sheddinge of bloode were they gotten,” said 
the old cipher. “And by ye sheddinge of bloode onlie 
shall ye find them again.” Langard shuddered when he 
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thought of the last moments of the Night Hawk. 

Lona was lying across the chest, crying, her fingers 
digging into the great heap of pearls, her bosom rising 
_ and falling to a storm of sobs. 

As her fingers moved them they flashed i shim- 
mered in a hundred tiny colours, fairy tints that winked 
and snickered at him in devilish glee. There were hun- 
dreds of them, all alive and gleaming with the slow- 
changing colours of the sunset, a treasure beyond all 
reckoning, hidden in the darkness of ages, flung up to 
the light of day at last. 

Langard went down to her and raised her up. He 
lifted her tear-wet face up to his and kissed her, pressed 
his lips against hers, the thick of his arm against the 
back of her head. 

“Put your arms round me, Lona,” he said quietly. 
“Now tell me: what are you crying for? Whisper and 
tell me.” 

The rest was a tender little song sung to the last of 
the sunset, a song that is older than the hills, yet younger 
than the flower in the bud, a song that concerns no one 
on earth except the two shining- eyed troubadours who 
sing. 

They sat on the edge of the pearl-chest, and he talked 
to her till her tears made timid way for smiles and shy- 
ness and delight. With his arms around her, he whis- 
pered his valiant assurances that neither pearls nor death 
itself could ever part him from her, and that this was no 
time for tears or fears in the Island of the Garden of 
Eden. Trickling the shining pearls through his fingers, 
he told her of all that was waiting for her in that great | 
world outside; of all that he would be to her in the great 
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years to come. Told her of life and love and joy and ~ 
happiness, of all the miracles she was yet to know... . 
And Lona, with the dawnlight of understanding — 
breaking upon her in a flood of wonderment, clung to 
him tightly, afraid and yet eager. Until far into the 

:. night they talked. Until the stars came out and the moon 

‘shone down in a wide white sweep of radiance that 

_ lighted up new and wonderful fires in the hearts of 

both of them. 

And in the dawning, when the red sun came pulling 
up out of the sea, flooding to light a newer and greater 
day, the two of them were sitting on the summit of the 
finger stub, watching with bright, impatient eyes the 
white wings of the Zzmbalene, with Cardinal by the 
wheel and a minister of the Church at his side, surging 
in swift and free to the anchorage—Cardinal, who, mark 
you, with binoculars poised against his disgusted eyes, 
stared at the picture he saw on the Island, and delivered 
his soul of an observation of such cataclysmic immensity 
that the Rev.Wilbur J. Hitchens, wheeling in scandalised 
amazement, stuck his fingers in his ears and retired in 
incredulous flight from the bridge. 
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THE END 
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“In Mr. Maugham’s sketches the desiderata he insists upon 
are always present. There is not one story in The Cosmo- 
politans which lacks design and very few that fail to entertain. 
They are all short pieces, written, as the author explains, 
under conditions that made brevity essential, and each gives 
a sense of roundness and completeness. They are not difficult 
to enjoy, but from the very fact that they are so successful, 
so exactly what the author meant them to be, difficult to 
criticise.” —L. P. Hartury in the Observer. 


“The greatest living English novelist? ... In Cosmopolitans 
Mr. Maugham’s collection of very short stories, you may find 
what answer you choose. You will find there adulterers and 
cheats and beggars; you will find Mr. Maugham calmly, 
gravely, coldly, icily, appraising the small dramatic follies 
of mankind. For to Mr. Maugham the world is not a place 
-made for men’s pleasure, nor a hell made for his torment; 
it is a stage on which others play (for his benefit) their part, 
a theatre, in which he is always a dramatic critic. He travels, 
he confesses, “to see men.” He finds oddities of humanity 
wherever he goes; and everything that is astringent, every- 
thing that is ironic, everything that is (in the best sense) 
dramatic gives him his raw material. 


“The art of the story-teller can go no further: the prose is 
smoothed and finished as if by the caress of a potter’s thumb.” 
—Lionex Hate in the News Chronicle. 


“His wit, detachment, and occasional cynicism have seldom 
been displayed to better purpose. And even in these brief 
tales he contrives to infect his readers with a nostalgia for 
Malaya and the South Seas, even though most of them may 
owe their knowledge of their lands principally to his own 
pen.”—Dovctas West in the Daily Maul. 


MIRROR FOR SKYLARKS 


BY 


MARTIN HARE 


“The story is that of Irene, Madame’s daughter home from 
the convent school, with the English boy St. Clair, an affair 
which comes to an end through a want of understanding on 
the part of the innocent English youth of what is an attitude 
of the girl not wholly wanting in honour; but this theme 
widens out to a change in Iréne towards her mother and 
life. Miss Hare presents her characters with vivacity and 
insight, and underneath their superficial aspects run currents 
of deep thought and feeling.” 

—D. S. Metprum in the Morning Post. 


“Martin Hare has learnt all she needs to know about the art 
of writing popular fiction and her latest novel is a distinctly 
clever and convincing piece of work. Her touch is light with- 
out being superficial, and she has a note of perceptive 
astringent humour that is entirely on her own.” 
—Liverpool Daily Post. 


“There are many other characters in the tale that show how 
carefully and intelligently this author has observed human 
nature in most of its aspects. The relationship between 
Iréne and St. Clair is a refreshing departure from the beaten 
track of such affairs, and proves that Miss Hare lacks 
neither originality nor courage.”—The Scotsman. 
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DOWN COME THE TREES 


BY 


ANTHONY THORNE 


“It is primarily a love story, but the setting is quite extra- 
ordinary in its originality. Young people occupy the stage 
whose back-cloth is a modern mushroom city that has been 
rung down on a virgin forest. 


“The characters—a heterogeneous collection attracted to a 
new town in the hope of remunerative exploitation—are very 
real, and Mr. Thorne confirms the impression that he is a 
writer of ability and ingenuity. One likes his human touches 
and his flair for simile.”—Glasgow News. 


“Certain scenes in the book grip the imagination powerfully. 
The wild terror which follows the first effort of the destroyer, 
the crafty cowardice of the commercial magnates in council, 
but above all, an unforgettable passage, the final scene where 
the girl leads the blinded man, his impotent hate still strong 
in him, back into a forest where ‘lying on the ground, he 
stretched out his hands, feeling about him until he knew 
the touch of living wood’.”—Books of the Month. 


“Excitement in a new world built up out of the tottering 
concrete and iron forests of the present: very entertaining, 
its stories admirably woven into one story, and its personal- 
ities distinct and remarkable.”—Evening News. 
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THE AMARANTHERS 


BY 


J. B. YEATS 


“Except that Mr. Jack Yeats’s style in prose is as distinc- 
tively his own as his style in painting, I would be tempted 
to say that if J. M. Synge had written a new Arabian Night 
to follow on R. L. Stevenson’s, this would have been the 
book.”—News Chronicle. 


“The Amaranthers is a story about Ireland, and conse- 
quently we do not expect peace: but Mr. Jack Yeats’s treat- 
ment of his country is so whimsical, humorous, and fantastic, 
that the conflicts leave behind no dust and stench, only a 
sense of fun and surprise. No novel was ever more individual 
than this. Mr. Yeats’s angle of vision is his own: even his 
style, which is excellent if a little hypnotic, reminds one of 
nobody else’s. Felicitous phrases like “freckle of small 
islands” are of common occurrence, and the author’s sly, 
ironical humour never fails him.”—Observer. 


“The Amaranthers is a wild and boisterous fantasy, the pro- 
duct of a lively imagination joined to an inventive faculty of 
prodigal richness. The pace of the story—if a tale so 
irresponsible and whimsical can be so called—is tremendous, 
and the reader who is prepared to make the mental adjust- 
ment which the book demands will revel in the adventures of 
the quaintest crowd of people who have ever been brought 
together in fiction. Sometimes he will laugh outright, but 
his response will be for the most part the smile induced by 
the Mad Hatter or the philosophers in James Stephens’s 
Crock of Gold—or a Walt Disney silly symphony.” 
—Irish Independent. 


PENNINE 


BY. 


EARDLEY BESWICK 


“The story concerns first old Tom Loman, who, beginning 
life as a working paviour, became a public works contractor 
and the “wealthiest man in a district that nourished wealth,” 
and secondly old Tom’s son, Percy George, who inherited his 
father’s money but not his abilities, bought himself a 
baronetcy by an ostentatious act of public charity, and then, 
biting off more business than he could chew, dismally crashed. 


“The portrait of old Tom himself is good; that of Percy 
George, fat, vain, timorous and lewd, and yet in a way a 
kindly, simple soul, is brilliant. Scarcely less so is Eileen, 
the dreadful woman whom poor Percy George married, and 
whose frigid smugness was really responsible for his tragedy. 
There are other characters in this full book equally striking 
and all alive, and the author is not without courage in avow- 
ing his young hero a prig. 
“Mr. Eardley Beswick is a born novelist. He has a gift for 
conjuring up a scene, and his descriptions of the bleak 
Pennine country make it spring into detailed life before us. 
He not only has something important to say, but he can say 
it in the form of an excellent story. With his equipment Mr. 
Beswick should go far.” 

—Francis Izes in the Daily Telegraph. 


“He knows the country, grim and stark; he knows the people, 
their pitiful virtues, their bleak vices. He is not out to damn 
or extenuate. He observes, creates, tells with unflinching 
realism the facts.”—C. B. Rees in the Daily Dispatch. 


IMPASSIONED PYGMIES 


BY 


ai RTITH WINTER 


“J think it is Pcssible that a large controversy may be 
occasioned by Mr. Keith Winter’s Impassioned Pygmies 
and a large controversy is an admirable thing to happen to 
any author. The point at issue, or rather the point that I 
think will be at issue, is this: Is this book pretentious bunk, 
or is it the only real successor of Mr. Norman Douglas? It 
is extraordinarily difficult to answer this question. | almost’ 
went mad in the endeavour, and at the end of it all, I was 
no nearer a satisfactory solution than I was at the beginning. 
The whole atmosphere, the whole attitude, and all the char- 
acters, are simply South Wind. The language is very nearly. 
as brilliant, the lay-out is very nearly as alluring.” 

—A. G. Macponett in the Observer. 


“Here is an original, vital novel, full of keen satire which 
seldom descends to caricature. The author’s butt is E. L. 
Marius, a writer who ‘had spent all his life learning how to 
live,’ and at fifty with the lesson indifferently learned, had 
come to live on a Mediterranean island. Here he is sur- 
rounded by his second wife, five disciples, each of whom is 
writing his life, and a son who hates him.”—Daily Mail. 


“You will be piqued and attracted and find yourself unwill- 
ing to skip. For this is no ordinary novel.”—Sunday Times. 


as 


Se ed 


ee ee 


oT 


7 
i 
ee 
7 
7 


ie eis 
ie 


THIRD ACT IN VENICE 


BY 


SYLVIA THOMPSON 


2 
“Miss Thompson has come into her own. ird Act in Venice 
is superb, 


“This is a “cynical story about a man, Sir Francis Radner, 
who has little to do with life except to waste it. Endowed 
with very many qualities (one feels. that Miss Thompson is 
_over-generous), he wastes them all and it is death alone— 
‘the death of the lovely Adria—that makes him realise the 
shallowness of his existence. 


“In this novel Miss Thompson shows us how brilliant she 
can be with ‘word pictures’.” Evening News. 


“Third Act in Venice has form and style and polish; it is 
suavely cosmopolitan; it is completely soigné; it is like an 
actor’s make-up, a triumph of conscious art.” 

—A. G. Macponetz in the Observer. 


“This is a wise and witty book, full of gay scorn for the 
foolish characters and of rare sympathy with the sincere and 
bewildered ones.” 

—B. Worstey Goucu in the News Chronicle. 


"THE SIXTH BEATITUDE 
per RADCLYFFE HALL : 


“Miss Ratelyde Hall’s new: novel i is, in effect, a lively and 

unsentimental account of life’ in a row of insanitary old 

cases belonging to-the town of Rother‘on Romney Marsh.” ~ 
é' —Times Literary Supplement. . 


“Miss Hall has wht 2 an elemental theme, and she has A 
written it in language that is a perfect mirror of Hannah’s : 
outlook on the world which has given her so much pain and. 
Yo) ta a joy of creation.” 

—A. G. Macponett in the Observer, _ 


“Hannah’s stature is heroic. She is a feminine Macbeth, 
gigantically strong in character save for one gigantic. flaw. 
As it happens Radclyffe Fall does not conclude her metre 
in the traditional manner by making the flaw the direct 
means of the ultimate undoing. It is Hannah’s goodness that. 
leads to her death, not her tragic insufficiency. There is. 
something fortuitous about that ending, which makes the 
story, aS a great tragedy, rather less than a “Tess” or a 
“Jude.” But despite this Miss Hall comes very near to the .* 
greatness of Hardy as a tragic writer.’ 

—Gorvon Hore in the Glasgow News. 
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